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THE VALUE OF THE UNION. 


It. 


Havine taken a hasty survey, in our 
first number, of the value and progress 
of the Union, let us now, turning our 
gaze to the opposite quarter, consider 
the pro-slavery rebellion and its tend- 
encies, and mark the contrast. 


We have seen, in glancing along the 
past, that while a benevolent ‘Provi- 
dence has evidently been in the con- 
stant endeavor to lead mankind on- 
wafd and upward to a higher, more 
united, and happier life, even on this 
earth—this divine effort has always 
encountered great opposition from hu- 
man selfishness and ignorance. 

We have also observed, that never- 
theless, through the ages-long ezrternal 
discipline of incessant political revolu- 
tions and changes, and also by the in- 
ternal influences of such religious ideas 
as men could, from time to time, re- 
ceive, appreciate, and profit by, that 
through all this they have at length 
been brought to that religious, politi- 
cal, intellectual, social, and industrial 
condition which constituted the civiliz- 
ation of Europe some two and a half 
centuries since; and which was, taken 
all in all, far in advance of any previous 
condition. 

Under these circumstances, the period 
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was ripe for the germs of a religious 
and political liberty to start into being 
or to be quickened into fresh life, with 
a far better prospect of final develop- 
ment than they could have had at an 
earlier epoch, Born thus anew in Eu- 
rope, they were transplanted to the 
shores of the new world. The results 
of their comparatively unrestricted 
growth are seen in the establishment 
and marvellous expansion of the re- 
public, 

Great, however, as these results have 
been, the fact is so plain that he who 
runs may read, that they would have 
been vastly greater but for a malignant 
influence which has met the elements 
of progress, even on these shores, Dis- 
engaged from the opposing influences 
which surrounded them in Europe— 
from the spirit of absolutism, of heredi- 
tary aristocracy, of ecclesiastical des- 
potism, from the habits, the customs, 
the institutions of earlier times, more 
or less rigid, unyielding on that ac- 
count, and hard to change by the new 
forces, disengaged from these hamper- 
ing influences, and planted on the 
shores of America—these elements of 
progress, so retarded even up to the 
present moment in Europe, found them- 
selves most unexpectedly side by side 
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with an outbirth of human selfishness 
in its pure and most undisguised form. 
This was riot the spirit of absolutism, 
or of hereditary aristocracy, nor of ec- 
clesiastical and priestly domination. 
All of these, which have so conspicu- 
ously figured in Europe, have perhaps 
done more at certain periods for the 
advancement of civilization, by their 
restraining, educating influence, than 
they have done harm at others, when 
less needed. All of these institutions 
arose naturally out of the circumstances, 
the character, and wants of men, at the 
time, and have been of essential service 
in their day. But the great antagonist 
which free principles encountered on 
American soil; which was planted 
alongside of the tree of liberty ; which 
grew with its growth, and strengthened 
with its strength ; which, like a noxious 
parasitic vine, wound its insidious coils 
around the trunk that supported it— 
binding its expanding branches, rooted 
in its tissues, and living on its vital 
fluids ;—this insidious enemy was sla- 
very—a thoroughly undisguised mani- 
festation of human selfishness and 
greed; without a single redeeming 
trait—simply an unmitigated evil: a 
two-edged weapon, cutting and maim- 
ing both ways, up and down—the mas- 
ter perhaps even more than the slave ; 
a huge evil committed, reacting in evil, 
in the exact degree of its hugeness and 
momentum. Yes! this great antago- 
nist was slavery—an institution long 
thrown out of European life ; a relic of 
the lowest barbarism and savagism, the 
very antipodes of freedom, and flourish- 
ing best only in the rudest forms of so- 
ciety ; but now rearing its hideous vis- 
age in the midst of principles, forms, 
and institutions the most free and ad- 
vanced of any that the world has ever 
witnessed. 

In the presence of this great fact, one 
is led to exclaim: ‘How strange!’ 
How monstrous an anomaly! What 
singular fatality has brought two such 
irreconcilable opposites together? It 
is as if two individualgy deadly foes, 
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should by a mysterious chance, encoun- 
ter each other unexpectedly on some 
wide, greary waste of the Arctic soli- 
tudes. Whither no other souls of the 
earth’s teeming millions come, thither 
these two alone, of all the world beside, 
are, as if helplessly impelled, to settle 
their quarrel by the death of one or the 
other. Thus singular and inexplicable 
does it at first sight seem—this juxta- 
position of freedom and slavery on the 
shores of the new world. 

On second thoughts, however, we 
shall find this apparent singularity and 
mystery to disappear. We are sur- 
prised only because we see a familiar 
fact under a new aspect, and do not at 
once recognize it. What we see before 
us in this great event is only an under- 
lying fact of every individual’s personal 
experience, expanded into the gigantic 
proportions of a nation’s experience. 
In every child of Adam are the seeds 
of good and of evil. Side by side they 
lie together in the same soil; they are 
nourished and developed together; 
they become more and mere marked 
and individualized with advancing 
years, swaying the child and the youth, 
hither and thither, according as one or 
the other prevails ; until at some period 
in the full rationality of riper age comes 
the deadly contest between the power 
of darkness and the power of light— 
one or the other conquers; the man’s 
character is fixed ; and he travels along 
the path he has chosen, upward or 
downward. 

So it is now with the great collective 
individual, the American republic. So 
it is and has been with every other na- 
tion. The powers of good and evil 
contend no less in communities and 
nations than in the individuals who 
compose them ; and, according as one 
or the other influence prevails in rulers 
or in -ruled, have human civilization 
and human welfare been advanced or 
retarded. 

In the American Union, the contrast 
has been more marked, more vivid, and 
of greater extent than the world has 
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ever seen, because of the higher, freer, 
more humane character of our institu- 
tions, and the extent of region which 
they cover. The brighter the sunshine, 
the darker the shadow ; the higher the 
good to be enjoyed, the darker, more 
deplorable is the evil which is the 
inverse and opposite of that good. 
Hence, with a knowledge of this prev- 
alent fact of fallen human nature, and 
also of the fact that nations are but in- 
dividuals repeated—one might almost 
have foreseen that if institutions, more 
free and enlightened than had ever be- 
fore blessed a people, were to arise upon 
any region of the globe—something 
proportionately hideous and repulsive 
in the other direction would be seen to 
start up alongside of them, and seek 
their destruction. 

Is this so strange then? It is only 
in agreement with the great truth, that 
the best men endure the strongest temp- 
tations. He who was sinless endured 
and overcame what no mere mortal 
could have borne for an instant. So 
the highest truths have ever encoun- 
tered the most violent opposition. The 
most salutary reforms have had to strug- 
gle the hardest to obtain a footing; in 
a word, the higher and holier the heay- 
en from whence blessings descend to 
earth, the deeper and more malignant 
is the hell that rises in opposition. 
With the truly-sought aid of Him, 
however, who alone has all power in 
heaven, earth, and hell, victory is cer- 
tain to be achieved in national no less 
than in individual trials. 

But in both national and individual 
difficulties it is indispensable, in order 
that courage may not waver, that hope 
may not falter—it is indispensable that 
there should be, as already urged, a 
clear intellectual comprehension of the 
full nature of the good thing for which 
battle is waged. The brilliant vision 
of attainable good must be preserved 
undimmed—ever present in sharp and 
radiant outline to the mental eye; and 
so its lustre may also fall in a flood of 
searching light on the evil which is 
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battled against, clearly revealing all its 
hideousness, 

A clear understanding by the people 
at large, of what that is in which the 
value of the Union consists, is only next 
in importance to the Union itself; since 
the preservation of the Union hangs 
upon the nation’s appreciation of its 
value. Then only can we be intensely, 
ardently zealous; full of courage and 
motive force ; full of hope and determi- 
nation that it shall be preserved at 
whatever cost of life or treasure. But 
without the deep conviction of the 
untold blessings that lie yet undevel- 
oped in the Union and its Constitution, 
without the hearty belief that this 
Union is a gift of God, to be ours only 
while we continue fit to hold it, and to 
be fought for as for life itself (for a 
large, free individual life for each one 
of us is involved in the great life of the 
Union), without this deep, rock-rooted 
conviction in the heart of the nation, 
we shall tend to lukewarmness—to an 
awful indifference as to how this contest 
shall end; and begin to seck for pres- 
ent peace at any price. We say present 
peace, for a permanent peace, short of 
a thorough crushing of the rebellion, is 
simply a sheer impossibility—a wild 
hallucination. Nor is it a less mad 
fantasy to suppose that the rebellion 
can be effectually crushed without anni- 
hilating slavery, the sole and supreme 
cause of the rebellion. Such lukewarm- 
ness and untimely peace sentiments, 
widely diffused through the loyal 
States, would be truly alarming. 
Those who feel and talk thus, are like 
blind men on the verge of a fathomless 
abyss; and should a majority ever be 
animated by such ideas, we are gone— 
hopelessly fallen under the dark power, 
never perhaps to rise again in our day 
or generation. But we have no fears 
of such a dismal result; the nation is 
in the divine hands, and we feel confi- 
dent that all will be right in the end. 


We have presented two reasons why 


the Union iqgpriceless. Still further. 
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may this be seen by a glance at the op- 
posite features and tendencies of the 
rebellion ; and by the consideration of 
three or four points of radical diver- 
gence and antagonism between slavery 
and republicanism. 

We set out with the following gen- 
eral statements : 

The less selfish a man becomes—the 
more that he rises out of himself—in 
that degree (other conditions being 
equal) does he seek the society of others 
from disinterested motives, and the 
wider becomes the circle of his sympa- 
thies. 

On the other hand, the more selfish 
he is—the lower the range of faculties 
which motive him—in that degree, the 
more exclusive is he—the more does he 
tend to isolate himself from others, or 
to associate only with those whose 
character or pursuits minister to his 
own gratification. Beasts of prey are 
solitary in their habits—the gentle and 
useful domestic animals are gregarious 
and social. 

Now the same is true of communities. 
The more elevated their character—the 
more that the moral and intellectual 
faculties predominate in a community ; 
or the more virtuous, intelligent, and 
industrious—in short, the more civil- 
ized it is—the closer are the individ- 
uals of that community drawn togeth- 
er among themselves, and the greater 
also is its tendency to unite with other 
communities into a larger society, while 
it preserves, at the same time, all neces- 
sary freedom and individuality. The 
more civilized and humanized a nation 
is, the greater are the tendency and ease 
with which it organizes a diversified, as 
distinguished from a homogeneous 
unity; or, the greater the ease with 
which it establishes and maintains the 
integrity and freedom of the compo- 
nent parts, of the individuals and com- 
munities of individuals, as indispen- 
sable to the freedom and welfare of the 
whole national body. 

Thus advancing civilization will 
multiply the relations ome with each 
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other, of communities with communi- 
ties, of states with states, of nations 
with nations; and will also organize 
these relations with a perfection pro- 
portioned to their multiplicity; and 
thus draw men ever closer in the fra- 
ternal bonds of a common humanity. 

On the other hand, the more a com- 
munity becomes immoral, ignorant, and 
indolent—the lower its aims and mo- 
tive, the less it cultivates the mental 
powers, the fewer industries it prose- 
cutes, and the less diversified are its 
productions—in proportion as it de- 
clines in all these modes, in that de- 
gree does it tend to disintegration, to 
separation and isolation of all its parts, 
and toward the establishment of many 
petty and independent communities ; 
in other words, it tends to lapse into 
barbarism. 

Such a movement is, however, against 
the order of Providence, and thus is an 
evil that corrects itself. Men are hap- 
pier (other conditions being equal) in 
large communities than in small; and 
when selfishness and ambition have 
broken up a large state into many small 
and independent ones, the same princi- 
ple of selfishness, still operating, keeps 
them in perpetual mutual jealousy and 
collision, until, whether they will or 
not, they are forced into a mass again 
by some strong military despot, or con- 
quered by a superior foreign power, 
and quiet is for a time again restored. 


From these considerations we con- 
clude that civilization, as it advances, is 
but the index of the capacity of human 
beings to form themselves into larger 
and larger nationalities (perhaps ulti- 
mately to result in a federal union of 
all nations), each consisting of numer- 
ous parts, performing distinct func- 
tions; yet so organized harmoniously 
that each part shall preserve all the - 
freedom that it requires for its utmost 
development and happiness, and yet 
depend for its own life upon the life 
of the entire national body. 

It may also be concluded that this 
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capacity of men so to organize is just 
in proportion to the development of 
the higher elements and faculties of the 
mind, the religious, moral, social, and 
intellectual, and the diminished influ- 
ence of the lower, animal, and selfish 
nature. 

Consequently, when in such a large 
and harmoniously organized national- 
ity as the American Union, there arises 
a movement which, without the slight- 
est rational or high moral cause, aims 
to break away from this advanced, this 
free and humanizing political organiza- 
tion ; and not only to break away from 
the main body, but also maintains the 
right of the seceding portion itself to 
break up into independent sovereign- 
ties; then, the conclusion is forced 
upon every impartial mind that the 
spirit which animates such a disrup- 
tive movement is a spirit opposed to 
civilization, since it runs in precisely 
the opposite direction ; as, instead of 
tending to unity, to accord, to a large 
organization with individual freedom, 
it tends to disunity, separation, the 
splitting up of society into many inde- 
pendent sovereign states, or fractions 
of states, certain, absolutely certain to 
clash and war with each other, espe- 
cially with slavery as their woof and 
warp; and thus bring back the reign 
of barbarism, and the ultimate subjec- 
tion of these warring little sovereignties 
to one or more iron despotisms. 

The inevitable tendency of the rebel- 
lion, if successful, and its doctrine of 
secession ad libitum, is (even without 
slavery—how much more with it!) to 
hurl society to the bottom of the steep 
and rugged declivity up which, through 
the long ages, divine Providence, the 
guide of man, has been in the ceaseless 
and finally successful endeavor to raise 
it. The American republic is the high- 
est level, the loftiest table land yet 
reached by man in his political ascent ; 
and the forces that would drag him 
from thence are forces from beneath, 
the animal, selfish, devilish element of 
depraved human nature, which so long 
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have held the race in bondage; and 
which, now that they see their victim 
slipping from their grasp, and rising 
beyond reach into the high region of 
unity, peace, and progress, are moving 
all the powers of darkness for one final 
and successful assault. Will it be suc- 
cessful? We cannot believe it. 


What is the cause of this wicked, 
heaven-defying, insane movement on 
the part of the South? The answer is 
written in flames of light along the sky, 
and in letters of blood upon the breadth 
of the land. Slavery first, slavery mid- 
dle, and slavery last. Accursed slavery ! 
firstborn of the evil one—the lust of 
dominion over others for one’s own 
selfish purposes, in its naked, most 
shameless, and undisguised form. Do- 
minion of man over man in other 
modes, such as absolute monarchy, aris- 
tocray, feudalism, ecclesiastical rule—all . 
these justify their exactions under the 
plea of the welfare of the subject, or the 
salvation of souls. Slavery has noth- 
ing of the kind behind which to hide 
its monstrosity ; nor does it care to do 
so, except when hard pushed, and then 
it feebly pleads the christianization of 
the negro! A plea at which the com- 
mon sense of mankind and of Christen- 
dom simply laughs, 

Now slavery, we know, is just the re- 
verse of freedom, and hence it is only 
natural to expect that the fruits, the 
results of slavery, wherever its influence 
extends, would closely partake of the 
nature of their parent and cause. Sla- 
very, then, as the antipodes of freedom, 
must engender in the community that 
harbors and fosters it, habits, senti- 
ments, and modes of life continually 
diverging from, and ever more and 
more antagonistic to, whatever proceeds 
from free institutions. 

Let us look at some of these. There 
are four points of antagonism between 
free and slave institutions that seem to 
stand out more prominently than 
others ; at 


any rate, we shall not now 
extend our idipiiry beyond them. 
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"1, An excessive spirit of domineering 
~~ and command ; 
2, A contempt of labor ; 
3. A want of diversified industry ; 
“4, These three results produce a 
fourth, viz., a division of slave so- 
ciety into a wealthy, all-powerful 
slaveholding aristocracy on the one 
hand ; and an ignorant, impover- 
ished, and more or less degraded 
non-sleveholding class on the 
other. 


| It is at once seen how slavery devel- 
ops to the utmost, in the master and 
dominant race, a habit of command, of 
self-will, of determination to have one’s 
wn way at all hazards, of intolerance 
of any contradiction or opposition ; of 
quickness to take offence, and to avenge 
~ and right one’s self. The possession 
and. exercise of almost irresponsible 
power over others tend to destroy in 
the master all power of self-control ; 
foster intolerance of any legal re- 
straint, of any law but one’s own will, 
that ‘must either rule or ruin. It isa 
spirit that is cultivated assiduously 
from childhood to youth, and from 
youth to full age, by constant and 
ubiquitous subjection of the negro, 
young and old, to the petty tyranny, 
the whims and caprices of little master 
and miss, and by the exercise of au- 
thority at ali times and in all places by 
the white over the black race. It isa 
spirit. that is essential to the slave 
driver ;:and when the habit of dictation 
Jand command to inferiors has grown 
into-every fibre of his nature, he cannot 
dismiss it when he deals with his equals, 
twhenever ‘his, wishes ate opposed. 
»Hence the violence, the lawlessness, the 
carrying and free use of deadly weap- 
sons, the duels and murders that are so 
rife in the South, and the haughty man- 
cners of so many Southern Congressmen. 
The rebellion is simply the culmination 
vand breaking forth of this arrogant, 
domineering, slavery: spirit on 
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a vast scale. Failing to hold the reins 
of the National Government, it must 
needs destroy it. 

Such a temper and disposition is evi- 
dently incompatible with human equal- 
ity and equal rights; and in it we 
have one of the roots of Southern ill- 
concealed antagonism to free repub- 
lican government. 

2d. The second Southern, or slavery- 
engendered element that is antagonistic 
to free institutions, is contempt of la- 
bor. 

Could anything else be expected? 
Because slaves work, and are compelled 
to it by the overseer’s lash, ail labor 
necessarily partakes of the disgrace 
which is thus attached to it. It is sur- 
prising how perverted the Southern 
mind is upon this point. Because sla- 
very degrades labor, they maintain 
that the converse must also be true, viz., 
that all who labor must unavoidably 
possess the spirit of slaves; and hence 
they supposed that the North would 
not make a vigorous opposition, be- 
cause all Northerners are addicted to 
labor. 

The truth however is this: Where 
labor is despised no community can 
flourish as it is capable of doing ; much 
less one with free institutions. We 
might just as well talk of a body with- 
out flesh and bones ; of a house without 
walls or timbers; of a country without 
land and water, as of free institutions 
without skilled and honorable labor. 
It is the very ground on which they 
stand. 

This then is another source of antag- 
onism between slave and free institu- 
tions. 

8d. A third point, not only of differ- 
ence, but,also of antagonism between 
slave society and free, consists in the 
permanent contraction cr limitation of 
the field of labor in the former, and its 
perpetual expansion and multiplication 
of the branches of industry in the lat- 
ter. Not only does the slave perform 
as little work as he can with safety, but 
besides this, the sphere in which slave 
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labor can be profitably employed is a 
limited one. Agriculture on an exten- 
sive scale, on large plantations, is the 
only one that the slaveholder finds to 
repay him. All articles, or the vast 
majority of them, used by the South, 
that require for their production a 
great number of different and sub- 
divided branches of labor, come from 
the North. 

We have said that labor, skilled, 
honored, educated labor, is the material 
foundation, the solid ground upon 
which free institutions rest. We now 
further add this undeniable and impor- 
tant truth, viz., that as branches of la- 
bor are multiplied ; as each branch it- 
self is subdivided and diversified ; as 
new branches and new details are es- 
tablished by the aid of the ever-increas- 
ing light of scientific discovery, and 
the exhaustless fertility of human in- 
ventive genius; as all these numerous 
industries are more or less connected 
and interlocked ; as this great network 
of ever-multiplying and diversified hu- 
man labors expands its circumference, 
while also filling up its interior meshes, 
in the degree that all this takes place, 
the broader and firmer becomes this 
industrial foundation for free institu- 
tions. 

It is on this broad platform of diver- 
sified and interlocked labors that man 
meets his brother man and equal. The 
variety and diversity of labors adapts 
itself to a like and analogous diversity 
of human characters, tastes, and indus- 
trial aptitudes and capacities. And 
the mutual dependence and interlock- 
ing of these multiplied branches of in- 
dustry bring the laborers themselves 
into more numerous, more close, and 
independent relations. Men are first 
drawn together by their mutual wants 
and their social impulses; but when 
thus brought together, they tend to re- 
main united, not merely by affinity of 
character, but also, and often mainly 
by their having something to do in 
common—by their common labors and 
pursuits. Advancing civilization, since 





it ever brings out and develops more 
and more of man’s nature, must; as 3 
natural result, ever also multiply his 
wants. These multiplying wants can 
be satisfied for each individual only by 
the diversified activities of multitudes 
of his fellows; the results of whose 
united labors, brought to his door, are 
seen in the countless articles that go to 
make up a well-built and well-furnished 
modern dwelling. Labor is thus the 
great social cement ; and can any one 
fail to see that it is upon the basis of 
such a diversified and interwoven in- 
dustry that a corresponding multiplici- 
ty, intermingling, and union of human 
relations are established ; and also that 
it is only under free institutions in the 
enjoyment of equal rights, where all 
are equal before the law, and where 
political authority and order emanate 
from the people themselves, that labor 
itself can be free; and not only free, 
but ennobled, and at full liberty to ex- 
pand itself broadly and widely in ‘all 
departments, without any conceivable 
limits? While at the same time, by the 
interlacing of its countless details, it 
cements the laborers, the respective 
communities, the entire nation into a 
noble brotherhood of useful workers. 
We have yet to learn the elevating, 
refining power of labor, when organ- 
ized as it can, and assuredly will be. 
At present we have no adequate con- 
ception of this influence. It is solely 
for the sake of labor, for the sake of 
human activity, that it may fill as many 
and as wide and deep channels as pos- 
sible, and thus permit man’s varied 
life and capacities to flow freely forth, 
and expand to the utmost; it is solely 
for this end that all government is in- 
stituted; and under a free, popular 
government, under the guidance of re- 
ligion and science, labor is destined to 
reach a degree of development and « 
perfection of organization, and to exert 
@ reactive influence in ennobling| he- 
man character that shall surpass the 
farthest stretch of our present imagin- 
ings. Our,gpre political organization is 
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but the coarse, bold outlines—the rug- 
ged trunk and branches of the great 
tree of liberty. Out of this will grow 
the delicate and luxuriant foliage of a 
varied, beautiful, scientific, and digni- 
fied industry and social life. 

This is the glorious, towering, ex- 
panding structure, which the insane 
rebellion, the dark slave power, is rag- 
ing to destroy! to tear it, branch by 
branch, to pieces, and scatter the ruins 
to the four winds, in order to set up, 
what ?—in its place. A foul, decaying 
object—a slave oligarchy, which, do 
what it will, is, at each decennial cen- 
sus, seen to fall steadily farther and far- 
ther into the rear even of the most lag- 
gard of the Free States, in all that goes 
to make up our American civilization.* 
And all this because it sees that the life 
of the republic is the death of slavery, 
and free labor the eternal enemy of slave. 

This difference in the conditions of 
labor, then, forms the third point of 
antagonism between free and slave in- 
stitutions. 

It is an antagonism that is ever on 
the increase—ever intensifying, and ut- 
terly irremediable in any conceivable 
way or mode. Much as the nation 
longs for peace, this is utterly hopeless, 
let it do what it will—compromise, try 
arbitration, mediation —nothing can 
bring lasting peace but the death of 
slavery. Freedom may be crushed for 
@ season, but as it is the breath of God 
himself, it will live and struggle on 
from year to year, and from age to age, 
and give the world no rest until it has 
vanquished all opposition, and asserted 
its divine right to be supreme. 

If slave society, therefore, thus neces- 
sarily diverges ever farther and farther 
from the conditions which characterize, 
and those which result from the opera- 
tions of free institutions, such society 
must of course be fast on its way to a 
monarchical, or even an absolute and 
despotic government. The whites of 
the South even now may be considered 


* See Hon. R. J. Watxer’s invaluable papers 
on ‘The Union,’ in ContixzntaL Monruy. 
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as separated into two distinct classes— 
the governing and the governed. The 
slaveholders are virtually the governing 
class, through their superior wealth, 
education, and influence ; and the non- 
slaveholders are as virtually the subject 
class, since slavery, being the great, 
paramount, leading interest, overtop- 
ping and overshadowing all things else, 
tinging every other social element with 
its own sombre hue, is fatal to any 
movement adverse to it on the part of 
the non-slaveholder. Everything must 
drift in the whirl of its powerful eddy, 
a terrible maelstrom, into which the 
North was fast floating, when the thun- 
der of the Fort Sumter bombardment 
awoke it just in time to see its awful 
peril and strike out, with God’s help, 
into the free waters once more. 


From these considerations, can we be 
surprised at the rumors that now and 
then come from the South, of incipient 
movements toward a monarchical gov- 
ernment? Not at all. Should the re- 
bellion succeed—a supposition which 
is, of course, not to be harbored for a 
moment—but in such an improbable 
contingency there can be hardly a rea- 
sonable doubt that a monarchy would 
be the result. Not probably at first. 
The individual States would like to 
amuse themselves awhile with the 
game of secession, and the joys of inde- 
pendent sovereignty, State rights, etc., 
as Georgia has already begun to do, 
in nullifying the conscription law on 
their bogus congress. But eventually 
their mutual jealousies, their ‘ quick 
sense of honor,’ their contentious and 
intestine wars (and nothing else can rea- 
sonably be looked for) will bring them 
under an absolute monarchy, more or 
less arbitrary, or under the yoke of 
some foreign power. 


The antagonism between free and 
slave institutions, which we have in- 
ferred, from a glance at the peculiar 
workings of each, finds its complete 
confirmation in certain statements made 
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by Mr. Calhoun, some twenty years 
ago, which were to this effect, viz. : 

‘Democracy in the North is engen- 
dering social anarchy ; it is tending to 
the loosening of the bonds of society. 
Society is not governed: by the will of a 
mob, but by education and talent. 
Therefore the South, resting on slavery 
as a stable foundation, is a principle of 
authority : it must restrain the North ; 
must resist the anarchical influence of 
the North; must counterbalance the 
dissolving influence of the North. He 
upheld slavery because it was a bul- 
wark to counterbalance the dissolving 
democracy of the North; that the dis- 
solving doctrines of democracy took 
their rise in England, passed into 
France, and caused the French Revolu- 
tion ; that they have been carried out 
in the democracy of the North, and 
will there ultimate in revolution, an- 
archy, and dissolution.’ (Taken from 
Horace Greeley, in Independent of De- 
cember 25th, 1862.) 


These are Mr. Calhoun’s own words, 
and he will probably be allowed to be 
a fair exponent of Southern sentiment : 
we may gather from these utterances 
how the free republicanism of the North 
is regarded by the slave oligarchy. 

We cannot forbear adding another 
statement of +Mr. Calhoun, made to 
Commodore Stuart, as far back as 1812, 
in a private conversation at Washing- 
ton, which was in substance as follows, 
viz.: That the South, on- account of 
slavery, found it necessary to ally her- 
self with one of the political parties; 
but that if ever events should so turn 
out as to break this alliance, or cause 
that the South could not control the 
Government, that then it would break 
it up. 

Comment upon this is unnecessary. 
Let no loyal man forget these expres- 
sions ; they reveal the egg from whence, 
after fifty years’ incubation, this rebel- 
lion has been hatched. 

But our theme, ‘The Value of the 
Union,’ continually expands before us ; 
nevertheless we must bring our article 
to aclose. We do so with the fullow- 
ing remarks : 

An individual is truly free, not in 
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the degree only in which he governs 
himself, but in the degree that he gov- 
erns himself according to the central 
truth and right of things, or according 
to the loftiness of the standard by 
which he regulates his conduct. 

It is by the possession of truth, and 
by obedience to what that truth teaches, 
that a man rises out of evil and error, 
and, out of bondage thereto. 

The possession of truth constitutes 
intelligence. 

But intelligence is worse than useless 
without obedience to its highest re- 
quirements, which is virtue. 

Virtue, or morality, in its turn (or 
decent exterior conduct), is nothing 
without that which constitutes the 
soul’s topmost and central faculty, viz., 
the religious sentiment, or that which 
links the soul to God, the centre of all 
things. As the parts of any organism, 
as we have seen, fall into confusion and 
discord when the central bond is want- 
ing; so do the powers of the soul, 
when it closes itself by evil doing 
against the entrance of the beams of 
life and light that unceasingly flow 
upon it from God, the spiritual sun 
and centre of the universe. 

Now, as individuals make up the 
nation, this will be free, and the Union 
valued and preserved, in the degree 
that each individual is intelligent, vir- 
tuous, and religious, 

Upon those, then, who educate the 
individual, those to whom the infant, 
the child, the youth, is entrusted, to 
mould and imbue at the most pliant 
and receptive period of life—on those, 
whose office it is to form the young 
mind into the love and practice of all 
things good and true, and an abhor- 
rence of their opposites ; upon these, the 
parents, the teachers, and the pastors of 
the land ; upon these, when this hurri- 
cane of civil war shall have passed away, 
do the preservation of this Union and 
the hopes of mankind more than ever 
depend. Upon home education and 
influence ; on the schools and on the 
churches ; on these three forces centred 








upon, interwoven, and vitalized by true 
Christian doctrine, as revealed in the 
Sacred Scriptures or inspired Word of 
God, rest the destinies of the American 
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republic. May those who wield them 
live and act with an ever more. vivid 
and growing consciousness of their 
great responsibility. 


A MERCHANT'S STORY. 


“Aut of which I saw, and part of which I was,’ 


CHAPTER XXV. 

Jon led Slema away, and, springing 
from the block, I pressed through the 
crowd to where Larkin was standing. 

. * Larkin,’ I said, placing my hand on 
his arm, ‘ come with me.’ 

‘Who in h— ar ye?’ he asked, turn- 
ing on me rather roughly. 

‘My name is Kirke. You ought to 
know me.’ 

‘Kirke! Why ye ar! Im right 
down glad ter see ye, Mr. Kirke,’ he 
exclaimed, seizing me warmly by the 
hand. 

‘Come with me ; I want to talk with 
you.’ P 

‘He sprang from the bench, and fol- 
lowed me into the mansion. 

Entering the library, I locked the 
door. When he was seated, I said : 

‘ Now, Larkin, who do you want this 
girl for?’ 

‘Wall, I swar! Mr. Kirke, ye fire 
tight at th’ bull’s eye!’ ‘Then, hesi- 
tating a moment, he added : 

‘Fur myself.’ 

*No, you don’t; you know that isn’t 
true.’ 

‘Ha! ha! This ar th’ second time 
ye’ve told me I lied. Nary other man 
ever done it twice, Mr. Kirke; but I 
karn’t take no ’fence with ye, nohow— 
ha! ha!’ 

‘Come, Larkin, don’t waste time. 
Tell me squarely—who do you want 
this girl for?’ 

* Wall, Mr. Kirke, I can’t answer thet 
—not in honor.’ 


‘Shall J tell you?’ 

* Yas, ef ye kin!’ 

* John Hallet.’ 

* Wall, ’'m d—d ef ye doan’t take th’ 
papers, Who in creashun told ye 
thet ?’ 

‘No one; I know it. Hallet’s only 
son is engaged to this girl. He wants 
her, to balk him.’ 

‘Ye're wrong thar. He wants har 
fur himself.’ 

‘ For himself!’ 

* Yas; he’s got a couple now. He’s 
a sly old fox; but he’s one on ’em.’ 

‘Is he willing to pay eighty-two hun- 
dred dollars for a mistress ?’ 

‘ Wall, Preston owes him a debt, an’ 
he reckons ’tain’t wuth a hill o’ beans. 
Thet's th’ amount uv it. , 

Thus the wrong of the father was to 
be atoned for by the dishonor of the 
child! Preston was right: the curse 
which followed his sin had fallen on 
all he loved—on his wife, his mistress, 
the octoroon girl, his manly, noble son; 
and now, the cloud which held the 
thunderbolt was hovering over the head 
of his best-loved child! And so He 
visiteth ‘the sins of the fathers upon 
the children !’ 

‘But he is wrong! Preston’s estate 
will pay its debts. If it does not, Joe 
will make good the deficiency. I will 
guarantee Hallet’s claim. See him, 
and tell him so.’ 

‘He hain’t yere, an’ woan't be yere. 
He allers fights shy. An’ *twouldn’t 
be uy no use. He’s made up his mind 
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to hev th’ gal, an’ hey har he will. 
He’s come all th’ way from Orleans ter 
make sure uv it.’ 

‘Bat, Larkin, you’ve a heart under 
your waistcoat ; you won’t lend your- 
self to the designs of such a consum- 
mate scoundrel as Hallet!’ 

‘ Scoundrel’s a hard word, Mr. Kirke. 
*Tain’t used much round yere; when 
it ar, it draws blood like a lancet.’ 

‘I mean no offence to you, Larkin ; 
but it’s true—I will prove it;’ and I 
went on to detail my early acquaintance 
with Hallet; his vast profession and 
small performance of piety; his betray- 
al of Frank’s mother; his treatment 
of his son, and all the damning record 
I have spread before the reader. 

As I talked, Larkin rose, and walked 
the room, evidently affected ; but, when 
I concluded, he said : 

**Tain’t no use, Mr. Kirke; I'd ruth- 
er ye wouldn't say no more. It makes 
me feel like the cholera. An’ *tain’t 
no use! I’ve got ter buy th’ gal.’ 

* You have not got to buy her! You 
need only go away. Iwill give youa 
thousand dollars, if you will go at 
once.’ 

‘No, no, Mr. Kirke; I karn’t do it. 
Id like ter "blige ye, and I need money 
like th’ devil; but I karn’t leave Hallet 
in th’ lurch. *Twouldn’t be far dealin’ 
*tween man an’ man. He trusts me ter 
do it, an’ I’m in with him. I must act 
honest.’ 

* How in with him ?’ 

‘ Why, he an’ ole Roye ar tergether. 
The’ find th’ money fur my bis’ness— 
done it fur fifteen yar. The’ git th’ 
biggest sheer, but I karn’t holp myself. 
I went inter cotton, like a d—d fool, 
*bout a yar ago, an’ lost all I hed— 
every red cent; an’ now I shud be on 
my beam ends ef it warn’t fur them.’ 

‘Then Hallet has made his money 
dealing in negroes !’ 

‘ Yas, a right smart pile, in thet, an’ 
cotton. He got me inter th’ d—d 
staple. I hed nigh on ter sixty thou- 
san’ then—hard rocks; but I lost it all 
—every dollar—at one slap; though 


I reckon he managed, somehow, ter get 
out.’ 

’ * Yes, of course, Ae got out, and sad- 
dled the loss upon you. Were you 
such a fool as not to see that ¢’ 

*P’raps he did; but he covered his 
trail. He’s smart; ye karn’t track him. 
But it makes no odds; I heo ter keep 
in with him. I couldn't do a thing, ef 
I didn’t.’ ' 

‘Yes, you could. Come North. Till 
give you honest work to do.’ 

* You're a gentleman, Mr. Kirke, an’ 
I'm ’bliged ter ye; but I karn’t leave 
yere. I’ve got a wife an’ chil’ren, an’ 
the’ wouldn’t live ’mong ye abolition- 
ists, nohow.’ 

* You have a wife and children ?’ 

‘ Yas; a wife, an’ two as likely young 
‘ums as ye ever seed—boy *bout seven, 
an’ gal *bout twelve.’ 

‘Well, Larkin, suppose your little 
girl was upon that auction block ; sup- 
pose some villain had hired me to aid 
in debauching her; suppose you, her 
father, should come to me and plead 
with me not to do it ; suppose I should 
tell you what you have told me, and 
then—should go out and buy your 
child; what would you do? Would 
you not curse me with your very last 
breath ?’ 

He seated himself, and hung down 
his head, but made no reply. 

‘Answer me, like the honest man 
you are.’ 

* Wall, I reckon I shud.’ 

‘Selma is to marry my adopted son. 
She is as dear to me as your child is to 
you. Can you do to her, what you | 
would curse me for doing to your child ? 
Look me in the face. Don’t flinch— 
answer me!’ 

I rose, and stood before him. Ina 
few moments he also rose, and, looking 
me squarely in the eye—there was a 
tear in his—he brought his hand down 
upon mine with a concussion that might 
have been heard a mile off, and said : 

‘No, 'm d—4d ter h— ef I kin.’ 

‘You are a splendid, noble fellow, 
Larkin.’ 








*Ye’re "bout th’ fust man thet ever 
said so, Mr. Kirke. Ye told me suthin’ 
like thet nigh on ter twelve yar ago. 
I hain’t forgot it yit, an’ I never shill.’ 

* You're rough on the outside, Lar- 
kin, but sound at the core—sound as a 
nut. I wish the world had more like 
you. Leave this wretched work !’ 

‘I'd like ter, but I karn’t. What 
kin a feller do, with neither money nor 
friends ?’ 

‘Get into some honest business. I 
know you can. I'll help you—Joe will 
help you. We'll talk things over to- 
night, and I know Joe will rig out 
something for you.’ 

He remained seated for a while, say- 
ing nothing; then he rose, and, the 
moisture dimming his eyes, said : 

‘I reckon ye’re not over pious, Mr. 
Kirke, an’ I know ye’d stand a hand at 
arough an’ tumble; but d—d ef thet 
ain’t th’ sort o’ religion I like. Come, 
sir; ef I stay yere, ye’ll make a ’ooman 
on me.’ 

As we passed into the parlor, I said 
to Joe, who was seated there with Sel- 
ma: 
* Give Larkin your hand, Joe; he’s a 
glorious fellow.’ 

‘My Aecart is in it, Larkin, said the 
young man, very cordially. ‘It would 
have come hard to draw a bead on 
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*I knows it would, Joe, an’ I wus ter 
blame ; but I never could stand a bluff.’ 

We passed out together to the auc- 
tion stand. Selma and her brother 
ascended the block, while Larkin and 
I mingled with the buyers, who had 
collected in even larger numbers than 
before. The auctioneer brought down 
his hammer : 

‘ Attention, gentlemen ! The sale has 
begun, I offer you again the girl, Lucy 
Selma. You've h’ard the description, 
and (glancing at Joe, and smiling) you 
know the conditions of the sale. A 
thousand dollars is bid for the girl, 
Lucy Selma; do I hear any more? 
Talk quick, gentlemen ; I shan’t dwell 
on this lot ; so speak up, if you’ve any- 
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thing to say. One thousand once—one 
thousand twice—one thousand third 
and last call. Do I hear any more?’ 
A pause ofa moment. ‘ Last call, gen- 
tlemen. Going—g-o-i-n-g—go——” 

The word was unfinished ; the ham- 
mer was descending, when a voice 
called out : 

‘Two thousand !’ 

‘Whose bid is that?’ cried Joe, 
striding across the bench, the glare of 
a hyena in his eyes. 

‘Mine, sir!’ said the man, with a 
look of sudden surprise. His face was 
shaded by a broad-brimmed Panama 
hat, and his hair and whiskers were 
dyed, but there was no mistaking his 
large, eagle nose, his sharp, pointed 
chin, and his rat-trap of a mouth. It 
was Hallet! Springing upon a bench 
near by, I cried out: : 

‘John Hallet, withdraw that bid, or 
your time has come! I warn you. 
You cannot leave this place alive !’ 

He gave me a quick, startled look— 
the look of a thief caught in the act— 
but said nothing. 

‘ Who is he?’ cried a dozen voices. 

‘A Yankee nigger-trader! A man 
that seduced and murdered the woman 
who should have been his wife; that 
cast out and starved his own child, 
and now would debauch this poor girl, 
who is to marry his only son !’ 

‘Wall, he ar a han’some critter.’ 
‘*Bout like th’ Yankees gin’rally,’ 
‘Clar him out!’ cried several voices. 

‘If you allow him to bid here, you 
are as bad as he,’ I continued, uninten- 
tionally fanning the growing excite- 
ment. 

‘Wall, we woan’t.’ ‘Pitch inter 
him!’ ‘Douse him in th’ pond!’ 
‘Ride him on a rail!’ ‘Give him a 
coat uv tar!’ and a hundred similar 
exclamations rose from the crowd, 
which swayed toward the obnoxious 
man with a quick, tumultuous motion. 

‘He’m in de darky trade; leff de 
darkies handle him!’ cried Ally, seiz- 
ing Hallet by the collar, and dragging 
him toward the pond. 








A Merchant's Story. 


The face of the great merchant turned 
ghastly pale. Paralyzed with fear, he 
made no resistance. 

Pressing rapidiy through the crowd, 
and tossing Ally aside as if he had been 
a bundle of feathers, Larkin was at 
Hallet’s side in an instant. Planting 
himself before him, and drawing his 
revolver, he cried out : 

‘Far play, gentlemen, far play. 
He’s a cowardly scoundrel, but he shill 
hev far play, or my name ain’t Jake 
Larkin !° , 

Instinctively the crowd fell back a 
few paces, and Larkin, with more cool- 
ness, continued : 

‘Th’ only man yere thet’s got any- 
thing ter say in this bis’ness ar Joe 
Preston ; an’ heli guv even a Yankee 
far play. Woan’t ye, Joe?’ he cried. 
Then, turning quickly to his partner, 
he added : ‘ Ye didn’t know th’ kundi- 
tions, Mr. Hallet, did ye? Speak 
quick.’ 

‘ No—I—didn’t know I was—giving 
offence,’ stammered Hallet, looking in 
the direction in which Larkin’s eyes 
were turned. 

Selma had taken the auctioneer’s 
chair, and Joe stood, with folded arms, 
glaring on Hallet. 

‘Come, Joe,’ continued Larkin, ‘ P've 
done ye a good turn ter-day. Let him 
off, an’ put it ter my ‘count.’ 

‘As you say, Larkin; but he must 
withdraw his bid, and leave the ground 
at once.’ 

‘I withdraw it, sir,’ said Hallet, in 
a cringing tone, clinging fast to the 
negro trader. 

*Doan’t hold on so tight, Mr. Hallet. 
Lord bless ye! nary one yere’ll hurt 
ye; they’m gentler’n lambs—ha! ha! 
But when ye want anuther gal, doan’t 
ye come yere fur yer darter-in-law—ha ! 
ha!’ 

Putting his arm within Hallet’s, he 
then attempted to press through the 
crowd ; but the blood of the chivalry 
had risen, and, spite of Joe’s remarks, 
they showed no inclination to let the 
Yankee off so cheaply. Forming a 
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solid wall around him, they blocked 
Larkin’s way at every turn, and cries 
of ‘Let him alone, Larkin!’ ‘Cool 
him off, boys!’ ‘Doan’t ye spile th’ 
fun, Larkin!’ ‘Guy th’ feller a little 
hosspitality!’ echoed from all direc- 
tions. 

Putting up his revolver, Larkin 
turned to them, and said, in the mild- 
est and blandest tone conceivable : 

‘Thet’s right, boys—ye orter hev 
some fun; but this gintleman’s sick. 
Doan’t ye see how pale he ar? He 
couldn’t stand it, nohow. But thar’s a 
feller thet kin,’ pointing to Mulock, 
who stood looking on, at the outer 
edge of the crowd. ‘ Ef ye’re spilin’ fur 
sport, ye moight try yer hand on him!’ 

‘Yas, he’m de man!’ cried Ally. 
‘He holped whip de young missus. 
He telled on har fur twenty dollar. 
He’m de man!’ 

Mulock did not seem to realize, at 
once, that he was the subject of these 
remarks. The moment he did, he 
sprang out of the crowd, and darted off 
for the woods at the top of his speed. 
A hundred men followed him, with 
cries of ‘ Mount, head him off!’ ‘ Five 
dollars ter th’ man thet kotches him!’ 
‘Take him, dead or alive!’ 

Amid the universal excitement and 
confusion that followed, Larkin walked 
rapidly away with Hallet. 

‘ You can heat the kettle, boys; Mu- 
lock can’t run,’ cried. Joe, from the . 
platform. ‘But you must give him a 
fair trial. 

* We'll do thet, never ye fear!’ echoed 
a dozen voices. 

‘I nominate his friend, Mr. Gaston, 
for judge,’ said Joe. 

‘Gaston it is!’ Gaston it is!’ 
‘Mount the bench, Mr. Gaston !' shout- 
ed a hundred ‘ natives.’ : 

Gaston got upon the auction stand, 
and said : 

‘Till serve, gentlemen; but, before 
we select jurors, the sale must go on. 
Miss Preston is not sold yet.’ 

‘All right! all right! Hurry up, 
Mr. Hammerman |’ shouted the crowd. 








' ‘The auctioneer took his place : 

*A thousand dollars is bid for this 
young lady. Going—gone—gone, to 
Mr. Joseph Preston.’ 

Selma put her arms about Joe’s neck, 
and, in broken tones, said : ‘ My broth- 
er! my dear brother!’ Then she laid 
her head on his shoulder, and wept— 
wept unrestrainedly. 

Who can fathom the untold misery 
she had endured within those two 
hours ? 


CHAPTER XXVI. 

The impromptu judge took his seat 
on the bench, and the excited multi- 
tude once more subsided inte quiet. 
In about fifteen minutes a tumult arose 
in a remote quarter of the ground, and 
Mulock and his pursuers appeared in 
sight, shouting, screaming, and swear- 
ing in a decidedly boisterous manner. 
The most of the profanity—to the cred- 
it of the self-appointed posse comitatus 
be it said—was indulged in by the ex- 
overseer, who, with his clothes torn in 
shreds, and his face covered with blood, 
looked like the battered relic of a forty 
years’ war. A red bandanna pinioned 
his arms to his sides, and a strong man 
at each elbow spurred his flagging 
footsteps by an occasional poke with 
@ pine branch. Ally followed at a few 
paces, looking about as dilapidated as 
the culprit himself. .To him evidently 
belonged the glory of the capture. 

As they approached the stand, Gas- 
ton rose, and called out : 

*Do not insult justice, by bringing 
the prisoner into court in this condi- 
tion. Let his face be washed, his gar- 
ments changed, and his wounds bound 
up, before he appears for trial. Dr. 
Rawson, I commission you special offi- 
cer for the duty.’ 

*TPm-at your service, Major Gaston,’ 
said the doctor, stepping out from the 
crowd into the open semicircle in front 
ofthe bench. ‘ Will some one procure 
the loan of a coat, hat, and trousers at 
the mansion ?” 

Ally started for the needed clothing, 
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and the physician led the way to the 
small lake. In about twenty minutes 
the volunteer officials returned with the 
criminal, clothed in a more respectable 
manner, and Gaston said to him. 

‘ Prisoner, take your place.’ 

Resistance was useless, and Mulock, 
with a slow step, and a sullen, dogged 
air, ascended the platform, and seated 
himself in the chair provided for him 
at its further extremity. Gaston sat at 
the other end, facing him; and four 
brawny ‘natives,’ with revolvers in 
their hands, took positions by his side. 

‘Silence in the court!’ cried Gas- 
ton. 

The noisy multitude became quiet, 
and the extempore official proceeded— 
with greater solemnity than many an- 
other judge of more regular appoint- 
ment exhibits on similar occasions—to 
say : 

‘ Prisoner, you are charged with two 
of the highest offences known to our 
laws; namely, with aiding and abet- 
ting an illegal and cruel assault on a 
white woman, and with procuring and 
inciting the murder of your own wife. 
You are about to be tried for these 
crimes by a jury of your countrymen ; 
and I am appointed judge, that full 
and impartial justice may be done you. 
It shall be done. Counsel will be 
awarded you; and, that you may not 
be condemned by prejudiced men, you 
will be given the privilege of peremp- 
tory challenge against four out of every 
five of the jurors I shall nominate. I 
shall now proceed to name the jury, 
and you will signify your objection to 
those you do not approve. Thomas 
Murchison.’ 

That gentleman came forward, and 
Mulock said : 

‘I take him.’ 

‘ Godfrey Banks.’ 

* He’s inimy ter me.’ 

The man stepped aside; and thus 
they proceeded, the prisoner taking 
full advantage of the liberty of choice 
allowed him, until, out of a panel of 
nearly sixty, twelve respectable, yeo 
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manly-looking men had been selected. 
As each juror was approved of by the 
crowd (who had the final decision), he 
took a seat on a row of benches facing 
the ‘judge’ and the priscner. When 
the last one had taken his place, Gas- 
ton said : 

‘Prisoner, you have heard the 
charges against you; are you guilty, 
or not guilty? If you think proper to 
acknowledge your guilt of either or 
both the crimes with which you are 
charged, I shall feel it my duty to 
award you a lighter punishment.’ 

‘I hain’t guilty uv ‘ary one on ’em,’ 
said Mulock, without looking up. 

‘What legal gentleman will appear 
for the people ?’ cried Gaston, turning 
to the audience. Several sprigs of the 
law shot out from the multitude. ‘I 
accept you, Mr. Flanders. Who will 
act for the prieoner ?’ 

Each one of the volunteers fell back, 
and no response came from any part of 
the ground. Mulock evidently was 
neither blessed nor cursed with many 
friends. 

‘Does no one appear for the prison- 
er? Gentlemen of the legal profession, 
I am sorry to see this reluctance to aid 
a defenceless man. Will not some one 
oblige me, by volunteering? I shall 
consider it a personal service,’ said Gas- 
ton. 

Still no response was heard. At 
least five minutes passed, and the 
‘judge's’ face was assuming a look 
of painful concern, when Larkin ap- 
proached the bench. 

* Gintlemen,’ he said, ‘ th’ man hain’t 
no friends, an’ it’s a d—d shame not ter 
come out fur a feller as stands alone. 
Ef I -knowed lor, I'd go in fur him, ef 
he wus th’ devil himself.’ 

No one came forward in answer to 
even this appeal; and, turning on the 
crowd, while warm, manly scorn glowed 
on his every feature, the negro-trader 
cried out : 

‘ Ye’re a set uv d—d sneakin’ hounds, 
everyone on ye. Ye’re wuss than th’ 
parsons, an’ the’ hain’t fit ter tote vit- 
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tles ter a bar.’ Turning to the ‘ judge, 
he added, in a more respectful tone: 
‘I doan’t know th’ fust thing "bout lor, © 
Major Gaston, an’ this man’s nigh as 
mean a cuss as th’ Lord ever made; 
but ef ye'll ‘cept me, Pll go in fur 
him!’ 

‘I will accept you with pleasure. 
You're doing a gentlemanly thing, Mr. 
Larkin.’ 

A murmur of applause went round 
the assemblage, as Larkin and the 
other counsel took seats near the jury. 

The ‘ judge’ then rose, and said : 

‘Gentlemen of the jury: You have 
engaged in a solemn office. You are 
about to try a fellow being for his life. 
It is a painful duty, but it is an obliga- 
tion you owe to the community, and 
to yourselves, and you will not shrink 
from it. Society is held together) by 
laws made to protect the innocent and 
punish the guilty. But, as our society 
is organized, there are some offences 
which our tribunals cannot reach. Im 
such cases the people, from whom all 
laws proceed, have a right to take the 
law into their own hands. 

‘ The prisoner is charged with crimes 
which, from the circumstances sut- 
rounding their commission, cannot be: 
reached by regular courts of justice. 
They were witnessed by none but 
blacks, wiwese testimony, by our stat- 
utes, is not admissible. We, the peo- 
ple, therefore, are to try him; and, to 
get at the facts, we shall receive the 
evidence of negroes. You will judge 
for yourselves as to its credibility. If 
any doubt of the prisoner's guilt rests 
in your minds, you will give him the 
benefit of it, and acquit him; but if, 
on the other hand, you are fully per- 
suaded that he committed either or 
both the crimes of which he is accused, 
you will convict him. You will pa- 
tiently hear the testimony that may be 
presented ; J will honestly and impar- 
tially give sentence, according to the 
decision at which you may arrive. 
The trial will now proceed.’ 

The witnesses were then examined. 








was the first one sworn. He de- 
to the circumstances attending 
whipping of Phyllis, and the as- 
sault on Selma; but, as his evidence 
was altogether hearsay—he not being 
present on either occasion—it was 
ruled out, as was also his account of the 
bribing of Mulock by the mistress. 

‘Three other negroes were then called, 
and they proved that Mulock aided in 
dragging Selma to the whipping rack, 
and witnessed the beating; but they 
failed to show that he was privy to or 
participated in the assault on his wife. 
Others were examined, who saw parts 
of the two transactions, and then the 
testimony closed. 

As the last witness left the stand, 
Gaston said : 

*I shall allow the prisoner the bene- 
fit of the final appeal. The attorney 
for the people will now address the 
jury.’ 

The lawyer, a young man of no espe- 
cial brilliancy or ability, rose, and, 
going rapidly over the testimony, drew 
the conclusion from it that Mulock had 
instigated the beating of both mother 
and daughter, and was therefore guilty 
of the assault and the murder, and 
should accordingly be punished with 
death. 


eye £ 


The motive actuating him he held 
to be revenge on Preston, for having, 
long previously, debauched his wife 
Phyllis. This passion, held in check 
during Preston’s lifetime by fear of the 
consequences which might follow its 
indulgence, had broken out after his 
death, and wreaked itself on the two 
defenceless women. 

The gentleman’s reasoning was not 
very cogent, but, what he lacked in 
logic, he made up in bitter denuncia- 
tion of Mulock, who, according to his 
showing, was a little blacker than the 
prime minister of the lower regions. 

As he took his seat, Larkin rose, and, 
addressing himself to both the jury and 
the multitude, spoke, as near as I can 
recollect, as follows : 

* Gintlemen, this yere sort o’ bis’ness 
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is out uv my line. I'm not used ter 
speechifyin’, an’ I may murder whot’s 
called good English ; but Pd a durned 
sight ruther murder thet, then ter joodi- 
ciously, or ary other how, murder a 
human bein’; an’ it’s my private ’pin- 
ion yell murder Muleck, ef ye bring 
him in guilty uv death. 

‘A man hain’t no right ter take hu- 
man life, ’cept in self-defence. Even 
ef Mulock was so bad as this loryer 
feller tries ter make him out—but he 
hain’t, cause ’tain’t in natur for a man 
ter be wuss than th’ devil himself—ye’d 
hev no right to stop his breath. Ye 
didn’t guv it ter him; it doan’t b’long 
ter ye, an’ th’ lor doan’t ‘low ye ter take 
what hain’t your’n. Ef ye does, it’s 
stealin’, an’ I knows thet none on the 
gintlemen uv the jury ar so allfired 
mean as ter steal—'ticularly ter steal 
whot woan’t be uv no sort o’ use ter 
*em, nohow. 

‘The loryer yere, hes spread hisself 
on Mulock’s motive fur doin’ this thing ; 
’sistin’ thet fur seventeen yar he’s ben a 
nussin’ suthin—nussin’ it as keerfully 
as a mother nusses her chil’ren. Now, 
young ’uns gin’rally walks when they’s 
*bout a yar old; but this one thet Mu- 
lock’s ben a nussin’ didn’t git ‘round 
till it wus seventeen; an’ I reckon a 
bantlin’ thet karn’t gwo alone afore it's 
thet age, woan’t never do much hurt 
ter nobody. 

‘But these hain’t th’ raal p’ints uv 
th’ case. I’m loryer ‘nuff ter tell ye, ye 
must gwo on th’ evidence; an’ thar 
hain’t no evidence ter show thet Mu- 
lock hed anything ter do with th’ 
whippin’ uv his wife; an’ th’ murder 
wus in thet. He did—so th’ nigs say, 
an’ I reckon the’ tells th’ truth ; an’ 
thet’s whot nary loryer kin do ef he 
try; so ye sees, a nig is smarter nora 
loryer. Wall, the nigs say he holped 
in whippin’ th’ white ’ooman; an’, as 
*torney fur th’ truth, gintlemen, which 
Tm gwine in fur yere, ’'ve got ter ‘low 
it. He did aid an’ ’bet, as the loryers 
call it, in thet, an’ thet proves him 
*bout as mean as a white man ever gits 
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ter be; an’, ’sides thet, he did sell har 
fur twenty dollars—a ’ooman thet even 
th’ ‘ judge ’—an’ he ar a judge uv sech 
things—was willin’ ter pay twenty-five 
hun’red fur; he did sell har fur twenty 
dollars ; an’ thet proves him a fool! 
Now, fur bein’ both mean an’ a fool, 
I ‘low he orter be punished. But 
doan’t ye kill him, gintlemen! Guv it 
ter him ’cordin’ ter his natur an’ his 
merits.’ Just luk at him. Hev ye 
ever seed sech a face, an’ sech an eye as 
thet, in ary human bein’? Why, his 
eye ar jest like a snake’s; an’ its nat- 
ural, ye knows, fur snakes ter crawl ; 
the’ karn’t do nuthin’ else, an’ the’ 
hain’t ter blame fur it. No more ye 
karn’t blame Mulock for bein’ whot he 
ar. So guv him a coat uv tar—a ride 
on a rail—a duckin’ in th’ pond—ary- 
thing thet’s ’cordin’ ter his natur an’ 
his merits ; but doan’t ye take way his 
life! Ef ye does thet, he’s lost—.osr 
furever ; fur, I swar ter ye, his soul ar 
so small, thet ef it was once out uv his 
body, th’ Lorp himself couldn’t find it, 
an’ th’ pore feller’d hey ter gwo wan- 
d’rin’ ‘round with nary whar ter stay, 
an’ nary friends, aither in heaven or 
tother place! So be easy with him, 
gintlemen! Guv him one more chance. 
Let him stay yere a spell longer, fur 
yere his soul may grow. An’ it kin 
grow! Everything in natur grows— 
even skunks; an’ who knows .but Mu- 
lock may sprout out yit, an’ grow ter 
be a man! 

‘T’se nuthin’ more ter say, gintlemen, 
only this: Afore ye make up yer minds 
ter bring Mulock in guilty uv death, 
jest put yerselfs inter his place, an’ ax 
yerselfs ef ye’d like ter hey a rope put 
‘round yer windpipe, as ye’d put it 
‘round his’n! Ef ye wudn’t, jest re- 
member, *tain’t manly ter use ary ’noth- 
er man in a how ye wudn’t like ter be 
used yerselfs. I’m done.’ 

Larkin was frequently interrupted, 
during the delivery of this address, by 
the loud shouts and laughter of the 
crowd ; but, at its close, a perfect torna- 
do. of applause swept over the multi- 
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tude, and a hundred voices called 
out : 

‘No; doan’t ye hang him.’ ‘Give 
him one more chance.’ ‘ Doan’t gwo 
more’n the tar.’ ‘ Larkin’s a loryer, 
shore,’ 

Amid these and similar exclamations, 
the jury retired to the little grove of 
liveoaks. In about fiftee:? minutes they 
returned to their seats. 

‘Gentlemen of the jury,’ said Gaston, 
‘have you agreed on your verdict ?’ 

‘*Greed on one thing, Major Gaston,’ 
said the foreman, rising; ‘hain’t on 
t’other.’ 

‘On what have you agreed ?’ 

‘On whippin’ th’ young ’ooman.” 

‘What say you on that—guilty, or 
not guilty ?’ 

* Guilty.’ 

‘ And so say you all?’ 

‘Yas, Major.’ 

‘How do you stand on the other 
charge ?’ 

‘ Four gwo in fur guilty ; th’ rest on 
us think Jake Larkin "bout right as ter 
hangin’ on him.’ 

‘It is not for Mr. Larkin, or you, to 
say what shall be done with the pris- 
oner. You are to decide whether he 
is or is not guilty of instigating the 
murder of his wife. You must retire 
again, until you agree upon that.’ 

‘*Twouldn’t be uv no use, Major. 
We reckon he’s mean ‘nuff ter hey done 


‘it; but whether he done it, or no, we 


gwo fur givin’ him a chance ter live.’ 

‘Ye’re white men, I swar!’ cried 
Larkin, springing from his seat, and 
grasping the hands of several of the 
jurors in turn. 

‘Take your seat, and observe order, 
Mr. Larkin,’ said the judge, smiling in 
spite of himself. 

‘ All right,’ said Larkin ; ‘ ye’re some 
as a judge, Major—’bout up ter me as 
a loryer, an’ thet’s saying a heap; so 
jest be easy on th’ pore devil. Do, yer 
Honor ! 

‘ Silence, sir!’ said Gaston, laughing. 

Larkin took his seat, and the ‘judge’ 
continued : 
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‘Prisoner, you have heard the ver- 
dict. Have you anything to say why 
sentence for aiding in the assault on 
the white lady should not now be 
passed upon you ?’ 

*No, Major Gaston; I’ve nothin’ ter 
say,’ said Mulock, dejectedly. 

Gaston continued: ‘ You have been 
tried by a jufy of your own selection. 
They are unanimous in pronouncing you 
guilty of a cowardly and unwarrant- 
able assault on a white woman. They 
evidently deem you guilty of the worse 
crime of abetting the murder of your 
own wife, and humane feelings only 
deter them from saying so. In these 
circumstances, I feel it my duty to 
award you a more severe punishment 
than I should have done had you been 
fully acquitted of the last charge. I 
shall therefore sentence you to be coat- 
ed with warm tar, ducked, in that con- 
dition, three times in the pond, and 
then ridden on a rail to your shop at 
Trenton; and may this example of 
public indignation lead you to a better 
life in future. Mr. Larkin, I commis- 
sion you to superintend the execution 
of the sentence.’ 

*No, ye don’t, Major—yer Honor, I 
mean! I'll stand by, an’ see Mulock 
hes far play; but I woan’t do nary 
one’s dirty work, I swar.’ 

‘Well, who will volunteer for the 
duty?’ said Gaston, appealing to the 
audience. 

About a score of ‘natives’ offered 
themselves; but, fixing his eye on a 


stout, goodnatured-looking man, who | 


had not volunteered, Gaston said : 

‘Won't you do it, Mr. Moore ?’ 

* Yas, ter "blige ye, Major, I will,’ re- 
plied the man. 

The ‘judge’ then pronounced the 
court adjourned, and the crowd escort- 
ed Mulock and the impromptu execu- 
tioners to the site of the old distilleries. 
There an iron kettle filled with tar was 
already simmering over a light-wood 
fire, and, being divested of his borrowed 
plumage, Mulock was soon clad in a 
close-fitting suit of black. He was 
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about to be led to the pond, when Ally 
appeared on the ground. Making his 
way through the crowd, he called out : 

‘De young missus doan’t want dis 
ting to gwo no fudder. She'll ’sider it 
a ‘ticular favor ef de gemmen’ll leff 
Mulock gwo.’ 

‘We karn’t let him off without con- 
sent uv the judge,’ said Mr. Moore. 

A messenger was sent for Gaston, 
who soon appeared, and consented that 
further proceedings should be stopped. 
Mulock was at once released, and, coat- 
less, hatless, and all but trouserless, he 
made his way through the hooting 
multitude, and left the plantation, a 
blacker, if not a wiser.and a better 
man. 

As we walked away from the ‘ scene 
of execution, I said to the negro- 
trader : 

‘Larkin, you should have been a 
lawyer ;. you managed that thing ad- 
mirably.’ 

‘Th’ boys hed got thar blood up, an’ 
I know’d I couldn’t clar him. A man 
stands a sorry chance in sech a crowd, 
ef they’s raally bent on mischief.’ 

On the following morning the re- 
mainder of the negroes were purchased 
by Joe; and in the afternoon I was on 
my way home. 


CHAPTER XXVII. 
* * * * * 

As I was sitting in my library, late 
one evening, rather more than a month 
after the events recorded in the last 
chapter, a hasty ring came at the street 
door. 

‘Who can be calling so late?’ said 
Kate. ‘ Had you not better go?’ 

Drawing on my boots, I went to the 
door. As I opened it, my hand was 
suddenly seized, and a familiar voice 
exclaimed : 

‘ What about Selly ?° How is she?’ 

‘Lord bless you, Frank ! is this you? 
How did you get here ?’ 

‘How is Selma? Tell me!’ 

‘ Safe and well—in Mobile with Joe.’ 

‘Thank Gop! thank Gop for that!’ 
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* How did you get here ?’ 

‘By the Africa; she’s below. I 
managed to get up by a small boat. I 
couldn't wait.’ : 

‘Well, go up stairs. Your mother 
is in the library.’ 

After the first greeting had passed 
between Kate and the newcomer, he 
plied me with questions in regard to 
Selma. I told him all, keeping noth- 
ing back. Meanwhile, he walked the 
room, struggling with contending emo- 
tions—now joy, now rage, now grief. 
He said nothing till I mentioned Hal- 
let’s connection with the affair; then 
he spoke, and his words came like the 
rushing of the tornado when it mows 
down the trees, 

‘That is the one thing too much. 
I have held back till now. Now he 
dies |” 

‘Don’t say that, my son!’ exclaimed 
Kate. ‘Leave him to his conscience, 
and to Gop. ‘ Vengeance is mine, I 
will repay, saith the Lorp!’’ 

‘Vengeance is mrnE! Don’t talk 
to me mother! I want no sermons 
now!’ 

She looked at him sadly through her 
tears, and said : 

* Have I deserved this of you, Frank ?’ 

‘Forgive me! forgive me, my moth- 
er!’ and he buried his face in her dress, 
and wept—wept as he never did when 
a child. 

A half hour passed, and no one 
spoke. Then he rose, and said to me: 

‘When did you hear from her last ?’ 

‘ Thad a letter yesterday ; here it is,’ 
said Kate. ‘ You see, she is expecting 
you.’ 

He took it, and read it over slowly. 
All trace of his recent emotion had 
gone, and on his face was an expression 
I had never seen there before. For the 
first time I noticed his resemblance to 
his father ! 

‘When will you go!’ continued 
Kate. 

‘I don’t know. I cannot now.’ 

*Why not now? What is there to 
prevent ?’ 
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‘I must go home first. I must see 
Cragin.’ 

‘Cragin does not expect you for a 
fortnight,’ I said ; ‘ you can be back by 
that time.’ 

‘But I cannot go now!’ and again 
he rose, and walked the room. ‘I’m 
not ready yet. My mind isn’t made 
up.’ After a pause, he added: ‘ Would 
you have me marry a slave—a woman 
of negro blood ?’ . 

‘I would have you do as your feel- 
ings and your conscience dictate.’ 

‘ You cannot love her, if you ask that 
question,’ said Kate, kindly, but sor- 
rowfully. 

‘I do love her. I love her betterthan 
man ever loved woman ; but can I make 
her my wife? A negro wife! negro 
children !—ha! ha!’ and he clasped 
his hands above his head, and laughed 
that bitter, hollow laugh, which is the 
sure echo of fearful misery within. 

‘IT cannot advise you, my son. You 
must act, now, on your own judgment. 
I will only say, that through it all— 
when put at slave work—when bound 
to the whipping stake—when she stood 
on the auction block for two long hours 
—she was sustained only by trust in you. 
It is true—she told me so; and if you 
forsake her now, it will ’—— 

‘Kill her! I know it! I know it, 
O my Gop! my Gop!’ and he groaned 
in agony—such agony as I never before 
saw rend the spirit of mortal man. 

* * * * * 

The next morning he started for 
Mobile. Ten days afterward, the fol- 
lowing telegram was handed me : 


‘Selma is dead. Frank is here, rgy- 
ing crazy. Come on at once. 
JosEPH PRESTON.’ 


That night I was on my way, and 
that day week I reached Mobile. The 
first person I met, as I entered Joe’s 
warehouse, was Larkin. 

* Where is Joe ?’ 

‘Ter th’ plantation. He's lookin’ 
fur ye. I'll tote ye thar ter onst.’ 

In half an hour we were on the road, 
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We arrived just before dark, and at 
once I entered the mansion. Joe’s 
hand was in mine in a moment. 

‘What caused this terrible thing?’ 
I asked, hastily, eagerly. 

‘I don’t know. When he arrived, 
Frank was low-spirited and moody, but 
very glad to see me. I brought him 
up here at once. He seemed overjoyed 
at meeting Selma, and would not let 
her go out of his sight for a moment. 
Still he appeared excited and uneasy, 
till I met him at the supper table. 
Then he was more like himself. I went 
with them into the parlor, and there 
conversed with Frank on business mat- 
ters for fully two hours. We planned 
some shipments to Europe, and talked 
over sending Larkin to Texas to buy 
cattle for the New Orleans market. 
We agreed on it. I was to provide 
means, by keeping ninety-day drafts 
afloat on them (I’m short, just now, 
having paid out so much for the ne- 
groes), and they and I were to divide 
the profits with Larkin. Frank’s head 
was as clear as a bell. I had no idea 
he was so good a business man. Well, 
about eight o’clock I left them together, 
and, a little after nine, went to bed. 
Selma’s ‘roomis next to mine, and it 
* couldn’t Have been later than eleven 
when I heard her go to it. 

‘The next morning she didn’t come 
down as usual. I had a servant call 
her, She made noreply ; but I thought 
nothing of it, till half an hour after- 
ward. Then I went up myself. I rap- 
ped repeatedly, but got no answer. 
Becoming alarmed, I sent a servant for 
an axe. Frank brought it up, and I 
battered down the door, and found her 
lying on the bed, dressed as usual, a 
half-empty bottle of laudanum beside 
her—peap !’ 

*My Gop! 
do it!’ 

‘Don’t say that. If he did, he is 
fearfully punished ; he has suffered ter- 
ribly.’ 

‘ Where is he ?’ 

‘In the front room. He has raved 


And Frank made her 
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incessantly. At first four men couldn't 
hold him. Somehow, he got a knife, 
and cut himself badly. I got it away, 
but he threw me in the struggle, and 
nearly throttled me. He’s calmer now, 
and I’ve had him untied; but old Joe 
has to stay with him night ‘and day. 
Nobody else can manage him.’ 

We went into the room. Frank sat 
in one corner, pale, haggard, only the 
shadow of what he was hut ten days 
before. His head was leaning against 
the wall, and he was gazing out of the 
window. 

As I entered, ‘Boss Joe’ came for- 
ward and greeted me, but neither of us 
spoke. Approaching Frank, I laid my 
hand on his shoulder. 

* My boy, I have come for you.’ 

He rose, and looked at me, a wild 
glare in his eyes. 

‘Well, it’s high time; I’ve waited 
long enough, I’m ready. I don’t deny 
it—I killed her, Make short work of 
it. I'd have saved you the trouble, 
but this infernal nigger told me I'd go 
to hell if I did it; and I know she isn’t 
there. I want to see her again! I 
want her to forgive me—to forgive 
me! Oh! oh!’ and he sank into his 
chair, and moaned piteously. 

‘He tinks you’m de sheriff, massa 
Kirke,’ whispered Joe. 

I leaned over him. The tears started 
from my eyes., and fell on his face, as 
I said : 

‘You will see her again. She does 
pity and forgive you.’ 

He sprang from his seat, and clutched 
my hands. ‘Do you believe it? Joe 
says so; but Joe is a nigger, and what 
does a nigger know?’ Then, putting 
his mouth close to my ear, he added: 
‘They told me she was one. It was 
false—false as hell ; but ’—and he threw 
his arms above his head, and groaned 
the rest—‘ but it made me say it. O 
my Gop! my Gop! it made me say it!’ 
His head sank on my shoulder, and 
again he gave out those piteous moans. 

‘ Have comfort, my boy. I know she 
loves and pities you, now /” 














He looked up. ‘Say that again! 
For the love of God say that again!’ 

‘It isso! As sure as there’s another 
life, it is so!’ 

He gazed at me fixedly for a few 
moments—then again commenced pac- 
ing the room. 

‘I wish I could believe it. But you 
ought to know; you look like a par- 
son, You are a parson, aren’t you ?’ 

‘Yes; I'm a parson. I know it is 
so!’ 

‘Well, tell them to hurry up. I 
want to go to her at once—now! I 
can’t live another week in this way. 
Tell them to hurry up.’ 

* Yes, I will; and you'll go with me 
to-morrow, won’t you ?’ 

He gave me again, a long, scrutiniz- 
ing look. ‘You're the sheriff, aren’t 
you?’ 

‘ Yes.’ 

‘ Well, then, Pll go with you. But 
you must promise to make short work 
of it.’ 


‘Yes, yes; I'll promise that. But 
lie down now, and be quiet. Ill be 
ready for you in the morning.’ 


‘ Well, well, PH try to be patient ;’ 
and he threw himself on the small cot 
in one corner of the room. ‘ But you'll 
let old Joe stay with me, won’t you ?’ 

‘Yes; certainly.’ 

‘Thank you, sir. Joe, bring me a 
cigar—that’s a good fellow. You're the 
decentest nigger I ever knew. It’s an 
awful pity you’re black. They told 
me she was black. "Twas an infernal 
lie! I know it, for I saw her last night, 
and she was whiter than any woman 
you ever saw. Black! Pshaw! no- 
body but the devil’s black; and she— 
she’s an angel Now !’ 

As-we passed out of the room, Joe 
said to me: 

‘ Would you like to see Selma ?’ 

* Have you kept the body ?’ 

‘Yes; I knew you would want to see 
her.’ 

He led the way up stairs to her cham- 
ber. In a plain, air-tight coffin, lay 
all that was left of the slave girl. Her 
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hands were crossed on her bosom; her 
long, glossy, brown hair fell over her 
neck, and on her face was the look the 
angels wear. She seemed not dead, but 
sleeping ! 

As I turned away, Joe took my 
hand, and, while a nervous spasm 
passed over his face, he said : 

* She was all that I had; but I—I for- 
give him!’ 

‘ And for that, Gop will forgive you /’ 

The next day we buried her. 

* * * * * 

‘Boss Joe’ accompanied us to the 
North. We reached home just after 
dark, When we entered the parior, 
Frank gazed around with an eager, 
curious look, as if some familiar scene 
was returning to him. Ina few mo- 
ments Kate entered. She rushed to 
him, and clasped him in her arms. He 
took her face between his two hands, 
and looked long and earnestly at her. 
Then, dropping his head on her shoul- 
der, and bursting into tears, he cried : 

* My mother! O my mother!’ 

He had awoke. The terrible dream 
was over. From that moment he was 
himself. 

What passed between him and Selma 
on that fatal evening, I never knew. 
He has not spoken her name since that . 


night. 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 

Mrs. Dawsey lay at the mansion, un- 
der guard, for several weeks. When 
finally able‘to be moved she was con- 
veyed to the ‘furnished apartments’ 
bespoken for her by Joe. Her husband, 
after a short confinement in jail, was 
set at liberty, and then made strenucus 
efforts to effect his wife’s release on 
bail. He did not succeed. Public feel- 
ing ran very high against her ; and that, 
probably more than the fact that she 
was charged with an unbailable crime, 
operated to prolong her residence at 
the public boarding house kept for run- 
away slaves and common felons at Tren- 
ton. 
At the next session of the ‘ county 
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court,’ after an imprisonment of four 
months, she was arraigned for trial. 
Owing to the death of Selma, Mulock 
was the only white witness against her. 
He told a straightforward story, the 
most rigid cross-examination not swerv- 
ing him from it, and deposed to Daw- 
sey’s having attempted to bribe him to 
go away. His evidence was conclusive 
as to the prisoner’s guilt; but her 
counsel, an able man, made so dam- 
aging an assault on his personal charac- 
ter, that the jury disagreed. Mrs. Daw- 
sey was then remanded to jail to await 
a new trial, at the next sitting of the 
court. 

Shortly after the trial, Mulock sud- 
denly disappeared. Hearing of it, and 
suspecting he had been spirited away 
by Dawsey, Joseph Preston went to 
Trenton, and, procuring a judge’s or- 
der for Mulock’s arrest as an abscond- 
ing witness, caused a thorough search 
to be made for him in Jones and the 
adjoining counties. He himself visited 
Chalk Level, in Harnett County, and 
there found him, living again with his 
white wife. That lady had previously 
won and lost a second spouse, but, it 
appeared, was then in such straits for 


another husband, that she was willing . 


to take up with her own cast-off house- 
hold furniture. Whether a new mar- 
riage ceremony was performed, or not, 
I never learned ; but I have been reli- 
ably informed that Mulock complained 
bitterly of his wife for having defraud- 
ed him of twenty-five of the fifty dol- 
lars she had agreed to pay as consider- 
ation for his again sharing her ‘ bed 
and board.’ 

Mulock admitted having received 
four hundred dollars from Dawsey for 
absenting himself, and gave, as an ex- 
cuse for accepting the bribe, his convic- 
tion that Mrs. Dawsey could not be 
found guilty on his testimony. After 

his arrest he was confined in the same 
’ jail with the ‘ retired ’ schoolmistress. 

The second trial was approaching ; 
but, late on the night preceding the 
sitting of the court, the jailer’s house 
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—which adjoined and communicated 
with the prison—was forcibly entered 
by four armed men disguised as ne- 
groes. They bound and gagged the 
jailer, his wife, and two female ser- 
vants, and, seizing the keys, entered the 
jail, and carried Mulock off by force. 
The keeper heard a desperate struggle, 
and it was supposed Mulock was foully 
dealt by. The footprints of four men 
were the next morning detected lead- 
ing to a spot on the bank of the river, 
where a boat appeared to have been 
moored ; but there all traces were lost, 
anc the overseer’s fate is still shrouded 
in mystery. 

Mrs. Dawsey, whose cell adjoined 
Mulock’s, was not disturbed, but pub- 
lic suspicion connected her husband 
with the affair. There was, however, 
no evidence against him, and he went 
‘unwhipped of justice.’ 

The lady was arraigned for trial on 
the following day, but, no witnesses 
appearing against her, she was—after 
a tedious confinement of ten months— 
set at liberty. Thus, at last, she 
achieved ‘a plantation and a rich 
planter ;’ but her darling object in life 
—to lead and shine in society, for 
which her education and character pe- 
culiarly fitted her—she missed. With 
the exception of her brutal husband, an 
ignorant overseer, and a superannuated 
‘schulemarm,’ imported from the North, 
she has no associates. Society has 
built up a wall about her, and, with 
the brand of Cain on her forehead, she 
is going through the world. 

Larkin, after breaking off his connec- 


- tion with his ‘ respectable associates,’ 


descended from trading in human cat- 
tle, to trafficking in fourfooted beasts, 
and all manner of horned animals. Joe 
offered him an interest in his business ; 
but the negro-trader had too long led 
a roving life to be content with the 
dull routine of regular business. Young 
Preston, and Cragin, Mandell & Co., 
stipulating for a half of his profits, fur- 
nished him a capital of fifty thousand 
dollars; and with that he embarked 
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largely in ‘ cattle driving” He bought 
in Texas, and sold in New Orleans, and 
-did a profitable business until the 
breaking out of the rebellion. Since 
that event he has been an officer in the 
confederate army. 

Frank remained at my house for a 
fortnight after his return from the 
South, and then, apparently restored, 
went to Boston.- Business had grown 
distasteful to him, and he sought a dis- 
solution with Cragin; but the latter 
prevailed on him to remain in the firm, 
and go to Europe. He continued there 
until news reached Liverpool of the 
fall of Fort Sumter. Then he took the 
first steamer for home. Arriving in 
Boston, he at once effected a dissolution 
with Cragin, and then came on to New 
York to make his‘ mother’ a short visit 
prior to entering the army. He ex- 
pressed the intention of enlisting as a 
private, and I tried to dissuade him 
from it, by representing how easily he 
could raise a company in Boston, and 
go asan officer. ‘No, he replied; ‘I 
know nothing of tactics. I am unfit 
to lead; I can only fire a musket. 
With one on my shoulder, I will go 
and sell my life as dearly as I can.’ 

On the 18th of May, 1861, he left 
New York, a private in Duryee’s 
Zouaves (5th Regiment N. Y. V.), and 
on the 10th of June following, while 
fighting bravely by the side of York, 
Winthrop, and Greble, at Big Bethel, 
fell, badly wounded by a musket ball. 

When he was fit to be' moved, I had 
him conveyed home. His recovery was 
slow, but, as soon as he was able to go 
out, and, while still suffering from his 
wound, he went on to Boston to render 
Cragin some assistance in his business, 
General Butler’s expedition was then 
fitting out for New Orleans. Weak as 
he was, Frank raised a company of 
Boston boys for it, and went off as their 
captain. 

He was present at the bombardment 
and capture of New Orleans; but 
growing weary of the inactivity which 
followed those events, and hearing of 


the stirring times in Tennessee, he re- 
sulved to resign his commission, and 
seek service in the Western army. 

After his resignation had been ac- 
cepted, and on the eve of his departure 
for the North, when returning, one 
night, to his lodgings, he was accosted 
by a woman of the street. Her face 
seemed familiar, and he asked her 
name. She answered, ‘ Rosey Preston.’ 
He went with her to her home—a mis- 
erable room in the third story of a tum- 
bledown shanty in Chartres street— 
and there found her child, a bright lit- 
tle fellow of about six years. With 
them, on the following day, he sailed 
for the North. 

Arriving here, he settled on Rosey 
the income of a small sum, and pro- 
cured her apartments in a modest tene- 
ment house in East Thirtieth street. 
There Rosey now works at her needle, 
and the little boy attends a public 
school. 

Within the week of Frank’s arrival, 
and when he was about setting out for 
the West, I was surprised one morning, 
by Ally’s appearance in my office. 
Newbern had fallen, and he had made 
his way, with his mother, into the 
Union lines, and, after a good deal of 
difficulty, had secured a passage on a 
return transport to New York. I pro- 
vided employment for his mother, but 
Ally insisted on going into the war 
with Frank. He went as his servant, 
but fought at his side at Lawrence- 
burgh, Dog Walk, Chaplin Hills, and 
Frankfort, and in three of those engage- 
ments was wounded. His bones now 
whiten the plains of Tennessee. Rosey 
he never saw, and never forgave. 

Frank was with the small body of 
regulars who, at Murfreesboro, on the 
31st of December, checked the advance 
of Hardee’s corps after McCook’s divi- 
sion had been driven from the field, 
and who saved the day. He was 
wounded in the arm, early in the morn- 
ing, but kept the field, and joined in 
that heroic movement wherein fifteen 
hundred men marched through an open 








field, and charged a body of ten thou- 
sand posted in a grove of cedars. Six 
hundred and forty-six of the brave band 
were left on the field. Frank was one 
of them. A Belgian ball pierced his 
side, and came ovt at his back. He 
saw and recognized the man who gave 
him the wound, and, raising himself on 
his elbow, fired a last shot. It did its 
work. The rebel lies buried where 
Frank fell. 

The telegram which informed me of 
this event, said: ‘He is desperately 
wounded, but may survive.’ He is now 
at home, slowly recovering. What he 
saw and did while serving in Kentucky 
and Tennessee, I may at some future 
time narrate to the reader. 

In relating actual events, a writer 
cannot in all cases visit artistic justice 
on each one of his characters ; for, in 
real life, retribution does not always 
appear to followcrime. But, whatever 
appearances may be, who is there that 
does not feel that virtue is ever its own 
reward, and vice its own punishment ? 
and what one of my readers would ex- 
change ‘a quiet conscience, void of 
offence toward God and toward man,’ 
for the princely fortune of John Hfil- 
let—who is still the great merchant, 
the ‘exemplary citizen,’ the ‘honest 
man’? 


LAST WORDS. 

Whoever comes before the American 
people in a time of great deeds like this, 
with mere words, should have no idle 
story to tell. He should have some- 
thing to say; some fact to relate, or 
truth to communicate, which may 
awaken his countrymen to a true esti- 
mate of their interests, or a true sense 
of their duties. 

The writer of these articles has some- 
thing to say; some facts to relate 
which have not been told ; some truths 
to communicate about Southern life 
and society, which the public ought to 
know. Some of these facts, gathered 
during sixteen years of intimate busi- 
ness and social intercourse with the 
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planters and merchants of the South, 
he has endeavored to embody in this 
volume. 

He has woven them into a story, but 
they are nevertheless facts, and all, ex- 
cepting one, occurred under his own 
observation, That one—the death of 
old Jack—was communicated to him 
as a fact, by his friend, Dr. W. H. Hol- 
combe, of Waterproof, La., now an 
officer in the confederate army. 

The author does not mean to say 
that his story is true as a connected 
whole. It is not. In it, persons are 
brought into intimate relations who 
never had any connection in life ; events 
are grouped together which happened 
at widely different times ; and incidents 
are described as occurring in the vicin- 
ity of Newbern—the slave auction, for 
instance—parts of which occurred in 
Alabama, parts in Georgia, and parts 
in Louisiana, But all of the characters 
he has described have lived, and all of 
the events he has related Aave trans- 
pired. He would, however, not have 
the reader believe that all he says of 
himself is true. Some of it is; some 
of it is not. The story needed some 
one to revolve around; and, as he be- 
gan by using the personal pronoun, he 
continued its use, even in parts—like 
the scenes with Hallet, wherein the J 
stands for entirely another individual. 

The real name of the character whom 
he has called Selma (he can state this 
without wounding the feelings of any 
one, as none of her relatives are now 
living), was Selma Winchester. She 
was educated at Cambridge, Mass., was 
a slave, and died of a broken heart 
shortly after being put at menial labor 
in her mother-in-law’s kitchen. Her 
character and appearance, even the cos- 
tume she wore on the occasion of her 
visit to the opera—a scene which many 
residents of Boston and vicinity will 
remember—are attempted to be de- 
scribed literally. She was not the 
daughter of Preston ; her father was a 
very different sort of man. Nor was 
she sold at auction. The young woman 














who was engaged to ‘ Frank Mandell,’ 
and bought at the sale by her brother, 
was equally as accomplished, though 
not so beautiful as Selma, She com- 
mitted suicide, as herein related. The 
author-has blended the two characters 
into »ne, but in no particular has he 
departed from the truth. 

The gentleman called Preston in the 
story was for many years one of the 
writer’s correspondents. He had two 
wives, such as are described, and was 
the father of Joe and Rosey, whose con- 
nection was as is related. He was not 
the owner of ‘ Boss Joe.’ The original 
of that character belonged (and the 
writer trusts still belongs) to a cotton 
planter in Alabama. He managed two 
hundred hands, and in no respect is he 
overdrawn in the story. His sermon 
is repeated from memory, and is far in- 
ferior to the original. He was a Swe- 
denborgian, and one of the finest nat- 
ural orators the writer ever listened to. 
Old Deborah was his mother, and died 
comfortably in her bed. The old wo- 
man who fell dead on the auction block, 
was the nurse of the young woman who 
was engaged to Frank. The excite- 
ment of the scene, and her anxiety for 
her ‘ young missus,’ killed her. 

Larkin’s real name is Jacob Larkin. 
He was at one time connected with the 
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person called Hallet. “He was well 
known in many parts of the South, and 
relinquished negro trading under cir- 
cumstances similar to those related in 
the story. He is now—though a rebel 
in arms against his country—an honest 
man. 

John Hallet, the writer is sorry to 
say, is also a real character; but he 
does not disgrace the good city of Bos- 
ton. He operates on a wider field. 

* * * * * 

That most excellent woman, Mrs. 
C. M. Kirkland, said to the author, 
shortly after the fall of Fort Sumter: 
‘If you cannot shoulder a musket, you 
can blow a bugle.’ In this, and ina 
previous book, he has attempted to 
blow that bugle. If the blasts are not 
as musical as they might be, he has 
no apology to make for them. They 
have, at least, the ring of truth ; and 
whether they please the public ear, or 
not, the author is satisfied; for he 
knows that each one of his children 
will say of him, when he is gone : 

‘ My father did not stand by with 
folded arms, while this great nation 
was threatened with ruin. Against his 
best friends—against the convictions 
of a lifetime—he spoke the rruTH! 
He tried to do something for his 


country.’ 





‘MAY 


MORNING.’ 


On! the sky is blue, and the sward is green, 
And the soft winds wake from the balmy west,— 
The leaves unfold in their gilded sheen, 
And the bird, in the tree top, builds its nest.; 
The truant zephyr plumes her wings 
Once more, and quitting her perfumed bed, 
Soft calls on the sleeping flowers to wake, 


And sportive roams o’er each dewclad head. 





May Morning. 


The bluebells nod within the wood, 

The snowdrop peeps from its milky bell, 
The motley Thora bends her hood, 

Whilst beauteous wild flowers line the dell ; 
The wildbrier rose its fragrance breathes, 

The violet opes her cup of blue, 
The timid primrose lifts its leaves, 

And kingcups wake, all bathed in dew. 


From flower to flower the wild bee roams, 
Then buried within the cowslip’s cup, 
He murmurs his low and music tones, 
Till she folds the wanton intruder up; 
The spring bird, wakening, soars on high, 
Gushing aloft its melting lay ; 
Whilst painted clouds flit o’er the sky, 
All ushering in the dawn of May! 


Like a laughing nymph she springs to light, 
And tripping along in the world of flowers, 
Brushes the dew, in the morning bright, 
And weaves a joy for each heart of ours! 
With frolic hands, the daisy meek, 
From her lap of green she playful throws ; 
Whilst the loveliest flowers spring round her feet, 
And fragrance bursts from the wild wood rose! 


Oh! glad is the heart, as through leafing trees 
The soft winds roam and in music play ; 
Whilst the sick come forth for the healing breeze, 
And rejoice in the birth of the beauteous May ; 
And glad is the heart of the joyous child, 
As bounding away through the tangled dell, 
It roams ’mid the flowers in greenwoods mild, 
And hunts the caged bee in the cowslip’s bell ! 


Oh! bright is this world—'tis a world of gems— 
And loveliness lingers where’er we tread ; 

On the mountain top—or in lone wood glens: 
A spirit of beauty o’er all is spread ! 

Then warmed be our hearts to that kindly Power 
That scatters bright roses o’er life’s rough way ; 

That unfolds the cup of the snowdrop’s flower, 
And mantles the earth with the gems of May! 
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THE NAVY OF THE UNITED STATES. 


THERE is perhaps no branch of our 
service which is more efficient at the 
present time than that of the navy. 
Since the war of 1812, we have been 
comparatively inactive, with the excep- 
tion of some coast service during the 
Mexican war, which was scarcely worth 
mentioning. In the present civil war, 
however, our navy has increased in a 
tenfold proportion—increased in activi- 
ty and efficiency—and to-day, with its 
superior force of iron-clad steamers, will 
favorably compare with any navy on 
the globe in power, even though it may 
be inferior in a numerical point. 

Though crippled at first at the com- 
mencement of this rebellion by the trai- 
tors among her officers in command— 
crippled by the loss of vessels and prop- 
erty destroyed by rebels—her ranks 
thinned by resignations and desertions, 
the navy struggled onward, slowly but 
surely, gaining vitality and power, un- 
til, under the present administration, it 
has ‘ lengthened its cords and strength- 
ened its stakes, attaining its present 
efficiency. Accessions have been made 
in vessels, new grades of officers have 
been appointed, the various bureaus 
have been enlarged, and an immense 
number of volunteer officers have been 
appointed, mostly chosen from petty 
officers and seamen, or from the mer- 
chant service, to command armed trans- 
ports and the smaller craft used for the 
shallow waters of the Atlantic coast. 
A strong blockade has been effected, a 
number of valuable prizes taken, and 
the navy has rendered invaluable ser- 
vice by its bombardments of the ene- 
my’s towns and fortifications, on the 
coast of the United States as well as 
along the banks of the Mississippi, 
Ohio, and Tennessee rivers. In fact, 
much is due to the navy for its great 
efficiency in the present civil war in 
America. 


We will give to the reader some sta- 
tistics, taken from the September issue 
of the Naval Register for 1862, from 
which an idea can be formed of the 
great strength of this branch of our 
service. As these statistics are official, 
they will serve as a valuable source of 
information to those who are interested 
in the welfare of the country. Let us 
then review the’ organization of the 
United States navy. 

The organization of the navy is as 
follows: The Navy Department, which 
consists of the office of the Secretary 
of the Navy and its various bureaus, 
and the officers of the navy, consisting 
of officers of the navy, officers of the 
marine corps, and warrant officers, be- 
sides volunteer and acting volunteer 
officers, these two last being new 
grades. There is no list of petty offi- 
cers and seamen published in the Regis- 
ter, these being simply kept on the un- 
published rolls, kept in the office of the 
Secretary of the Navy. 

In the Navy Department proper may 
be found the following officers : The Sec- 
retary of the Navy; his Assistant; the 
chiefs of the bureaus of yards and docks, 
equipment, and recruiting, navigation, 
ordnance, construction and repair, steam 
engineering, provisions and clothing, 
and medicine and surgery. Since the 
publishing of the last annual Register, 
one of these bureaus is a new organiza- 
tion—the bureau of navigation—not 
yet perfected. It will be seen by refer- 
ring to this Register that the office of 
the Secretary of the Navy and the bu- 
Teaus attached, require, besides the 
chief officers, one engineer, forty-four 
clerks, five draughtsmen, and eight 
messengers. 

The officers of the navy proper are 
divided into the following grades: 
Rear admirals, commodores, captains, 
commanders, lieutenant commanders, 
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lieutenants, surgeons ranking with 
commanders, surgeons ranking with 
lieutenants, passed assistant surgeons 
ranking next after lieutenants, assistant 
surgeons ranking next after masters, 
paymasters ranking with commanders, 
paymasters ranking with lieutenants, 
assistant paymasters, chaplains, profes- 
sors of mathematics, masters in the line 
of promotion, masters not in the line 
of promotion, passed midshipmen, 
midshipmen detached from the naval 
academy and ordered into active ser- 
vice, boatswains, gunners, carpenters, 
sailmakers, navy agents, naval store 
keepers, naval constructors, officers of 
the naval academy, officers on special 
service, engineers in’ chief, first assist- 
ants, second assistants, third assistants, 
and officers of the marine corps. 

The volunteer officers of the navy are 
acting lieutenants, acting volunteer 
lieutenants, acting masters, acting en- 
signs, acting master’s mates, acting as- 
sistant surgeons, acting assistant pay- 
masters and clerks, and acting first, sec- 
ond, and third engineers. 

The petty officers of the navy are 
comprised as follows: Yeomen, armor- 
ers, boatswains, gunners, carpenters, sail- 
makers, and armorer’s mates, master- 
at-arms, ship’s corporals, coxswains, 
quarter masters, quarter gunners, cap- 
tains of forecastle, tops, afterguard, and 
hold, coopers, painters, stewards, ship’s 
Officers, surgeons, assistant surgeons 
and paymasters, stewards, nurses, cooks, 
masters of the band, musicians, first and 
second class, seamen, ordinary seamen, 
landsmen, boys, first and second class 
firemen, and coal heavers. 

The ranking of officers of the navy 
compared to the grades of the army 
may thus be enumerated: An admiral 
of the navy ranks with a major general 
in the army, a commodore as a brigad- 
ier general, a captain as a colonel, a 
commander as.a lieutenant colonel, a 
lieutenant commander as a major, a 
lieutenant as a captain, a master as a 
first lieutenant, and an ensign (the new 
grade) as a second lieutenant. The 
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senior rear admiral of the navy, Charles 
Stewart of Pennsylvania, now on the 
retired list, ranks as a major general 
commanding in chief, and is the highest 
official in the navy except the Secretary. 

The pay of the navy is quite an item 
in the list of Government expenditures, 
A few statistics relative to the expendi- 
tures will not prove uninteresting to 
the reader. The pay of seven admirals 
in the active list, commanding squad- 
rons, and of fourteen rear admirals in 
the retired list, is $87,000; of twenty-six 
commanders and six on the retired list, 
is $117,860; of seventy captains on the 
active list, $239,300 ; thirty-two on the 
retired list, $85,400 ; one hundred and 
seventy commanders on active list, 
$554,380, and nine on the reserved list, 
$18,800; two hundred and forty-four 
lieutenant commanders, active list, 
$672,000; one hundred and eighty sur- 
geons of various grades, $708,000 ; ten 
passed assistant surgeons, $8,700; two 
hundred and eighteen assistant sur- 
geons, $422,900; eighty-one paymas- 
ters, $81,000; sixty assistant pay- 
masters, $67,850; twenty-three chap- 
lains, $34,500; twelve professors of 
mathematics, $21,600; seventeen mas- 
ters, $18,320; three passed midship- 
men, and one midshipman (old list), 
$4,308; four hundred and eighteen 
midshipmen, graduates of the naval 
academy, $259,600 ; fifty-four gunners, 
$67,500; forty-two acting gunners, 
$33,600; sixty carpenters, $60,000; 
forty-six sailmakers, $43,650; eight 
navy agents, $25,000; twelve naval 
store keepers, $18,000 ; nine naval con- 
structors, $16,200; engineers and as- 
sistants, $756,700 ; officers of the naval 
academy, $759,000 ; officers of the ma- 
rine corps, $536,000 ; acting volunteer 
officers of the navy of all grades, $2,- 
975,300, and petty officers and seamen, 
$2,560,000 ; making a total of $10,863,- 
118, for pay alone. 

Let us add to this, other expenses to 
swell out the list. For clerk hire alone 
it is said that $600,000 is annually . 
paid out; for navy yards and depots, 
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$12,583,280 64; for the different bu- 
reaus, $8,325,161; and. for contingent 
expenses, $2,600,000. Add to this the 
pay of the hospitals, $1,200,000; for 
magazines, $200,000 ; repair and equip- 
ment, $11,400,000 ; chartering and pur- 
chasing of vessels for naval purposes, 
$10,800,000; thus making a total of 
$47,708,441 64, which, added to the 
pay of the navy, makes the annual ex- 
penditure $58,571,559 64. 

Let us now turn our attention to the 
vessels of the United States navy. In 
this department has the navy greatly 
increased within a few years. To give 
the reader an idea of our navy, we ap- 
pend the following statistical account of 
the vessels, giving their class, tonnage, 
number of guns, name, and station, 
which cannot but be of great interest 
to all who are interested in the affairs 
of the nation. We will give them in 
the following table : 


SHIPS OF THE LINE—6. 


Alabama. . . 84 guns, 2,663 tons. 
New Orleans . 84 “ 2805 “ 
North Carolina 84 “ 2633 “ 
Ohio °° “ty. * 
Vermont . -— * fiz = 
Virginia . -& “ 3633 


Of these, the Alabama is on the 
stocks at Kittery, Maine, the New Or- 
leans on the stocks at Sackett’s Harbor, 
and the Virginia on the stocks at Bos- 
ton. The Vermont is store ship at Port 
Royal, South Carolina, while the North 
Carolina and Ohio are receiving ships 
at Boston and New York. The Penn- 
sylvania, 120-gun ship, was destroyed 
by the rebels at Gosport, Virginia, last 
year. This class of vessels are the most 
ineffective we have in the service, the 
Ohio being the only one which has 
done good service. 


SAILING FRIGATES—6. 


Brandywine. . 50 guns, 1,726 tons. 
Potomac. . .50 “ 1,726 * 
Sabine , wee may 
— .. -. - — 
St. Lawrence .50 “ 1,726 “ 
Independence*. 50 “ 2,257 “ 


* Razeed from a line-of-battle ship. 
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The Brandywine, Independence, and 
Potomac are used as reeeiving and 
store ships. The Sabine is at New Lon- 
don recruiting, the Santee is in ordi- 
nary at Boston, and the St. Lawrence 
is attached to the East Gulf Squadron. 

SAILING SLOOPS—21. 


Constitution . 50 guns, 1,607 tons. 
Constellation .22 “ 1,452 * 
Cyane . ig; ¢ 792 
Dale *. uae 566 
Decatur . . .10 “* 566“ 
Falmouth . . 2 * 703 = 
Fredonia. . . 2 “ 800“ 
Granite . ..i1 * — * 
Jamestown . .22 * 985 =“ 
John Adams 1s * 700 =“ 
Macedonian. .22 “ 1,841 “* 
Marion .. .15 “* 566“ 
Portsmouth. .17 “ 1,022 * 
Preble. 5%: 566 “* 
Saratoga . JD moif 882.“ 
Savannah o M..% 21, 
St. M . 22 958 * 
St. Louis . a. o 700 
Vandalia . a 783 =“ 
Vincennes 18 * 700 = 
Warren ... 3 * 691“ 
BRIGS—4. 
Bainbridge . 6 guns, 259 tons. 
Bohio . 4 : gs 9? 196“ 
peepee. . 2 Or 280.“ 
SeaFoam .. 8 “* 264 * 


Of the sailing sloops and brigs the 
following are in active service: Sara- 
toga, coast of Africa; Mediterranean 
Squadron, the Constellation ; the West 
Gulf Squadron, Portsmouth, Preble, 
and Vincennes ; Pacific Squadron, Cy- 
ane, and St. Marys; St. Louis on spe- 
cial service ; the Dale and Vandalia in 
the South Atlantic Squadron ; the Con- 
stitution, Macedonian, Marion, and 
Savannah, as school and practice ships; 
the Falmouth, Warren, and Fredonia 
as store ships, and the sl of war, 
Decatur, in ordinary. In est Gulf 
Squadron are the brigs“Béhio and Sea 
Foam ; in the East' Gulf Squadron is 
the brig Perry, while the Bainbridge is 
at Aspinwall. 

TRANSPORT SHIPS—14, 
Charles Phelps. 1 gun, 9862 tons. 
Courier ... 38 * 54 

* Lost at sea. 
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Fearnot . .. —_— 1,012 tons 
‘ “ 
Kiatinnj ioe it, Ait aa 
. $ “ “ 
Nightinsle 2 1“ 4000 « 
National Guard 4 “ 1,046 “ 
Onward . oa -* 874“ 
Pam ‘ s * tae « 
aa 1 “ ‘350 « 
Supply ...4 * “7 CS 
She Knapp 8 “* 838“ 
William Badger 1 “ 934 “ 


The ships are divided as follows: 
The Supply and William Badger are in 
the North Atlantic Squadron ; the Ino, 
the Onward, and Shepard Knapp in the 
South Atlantic Squadron; the Fear- 
not, the Kittatinny, and Morning 
Light in the West Gulf Squadron ; the 
Courier is used as a store ship at Port 
Royal, the Charles Phelps as a coal 
ship, and the Roman as ordnance yes- 
sel at Hampden Roads, Virginia. 


TRANSPORT BARKS—I6. 


Amanda . 6 guns, 368 tons. 
Arthur .. g « 554 
A. Houghton go ¢ 826“ 
Braziliera . ec ¢ 540 * 
Ethan Allen. . 7 - 556 * 
Fernandina . @e ¢ 2907. 
J.C. Kuhn . 5 * sss“ 
Jas. L. Davis 4 * 461 “ 
Jas.8. Chambers 5 “ 401 “* 
Kingfisher . . 5 “ 450 “* 
7 . 62 4 608“ 
Release . nD ox 827. * 
Roebuck . 4.9 455 “* 
Restless . .. 4 * 25 “ 
Wm. G. Anderson? “ 603 


In the East Gulf Squadron are the 
barks Amanda, Ethan Allen, Jas. L. 
Davis, Jas. 8. Chambers, Kingfisher, 
and Pursuit. In the West Gulf Squad- 
ron, the Arthur Houghton, J.C. Kuhn, 
Midnight, and W. G. Anderson. In 
the South Atlantic Squadron the Bra- 
ziliera, Fernandina, Roebuck, and Rest- 
less, while the Release is a store ship in 
the Mediterranean. To these may be 
added one barkantine, the Horace Beals, 
of 3 guns and 296 tons, employed in 
the Western Gulf Squadron. 
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SCHOONERS—8 
ees ° 1 gun, 101 tons, 
Cho erik 1.4 53. 
Dart...4.ce + 1.* 94 «CO 
G. W. Blunt 1 * 121 « 
Hope. . .< 134 “* 
Sam Rotan 2. 212 =“ 
Sam Houston ns 66 * 
Wanderer . & .* 300“ 


In the Potomac Flotilla is the sehoon- 
er Chotank. The G. W Blunt and the 
Hope are in the South Atlantic Squad- 
ron; the Dart and Sam Houston 1n the 
West Gulf Squadron, while the Sam 
Rotan, Wanderer, and Beauregard (the 
last named captured from the rebels) 
are in the East Gulf Squadron. 


YACHTS—2 


America: South Atlantic Squadron. 
Corypheus: West Guif Squadron. 


These vessels are used chiefly as 
tenders and despatch vessels, 


MORTAR SCHOONERS—18, 


Arietta .. 3 gun 199 tons. 
Adolf Hugel . 3 “ 269 “ 
C.P. Williams. 3 “ 210 « 
Dan Smith. . 8 “* 149 = 
Geo.Mangham. 3 “ 274 «= 
Henry Janes un fe 261 * 
John Griffith s. « 246 6 «C* 
M. Vassar . . 8 * 182 
Maria A. Wood 2 “ 344.“ 
Norfolk Packet 3 “ 349 
Orvetta . 3. * 17, 
Para . Relive 199 “ 
Racer. ...8 & 232 « 
Rachel Seman . 2 “ 3038 * 
Sophronia . 6," 217.“ 
Sarah Bruen 3 ¢ 2338 « 
T. A. Ward . ean 284 * 
Wm. Bacon . bln 188“ 


Of these eighteen mortar schooners, 
five are at Baltimore, two in the North 
Atlantic Squadron, five in the West 
Gulf Squadron, one in the East Gulf 
Squadron, four in the Potomac Flotilla, 
end one in the James River Flotilla. 

We have thus given the statistics of 
the sailing vessels of the navy. We 
now give a table of the steam vessels 
of all descriptions in our navy, which 
are the most valuable auxiliaries we 
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have. It is probably the most effective 
steam navy in the world, and in its de- 
partment of huge ironclads cannot be 
excelled even by the navies of the old 
world. The steam vessels of our navy 
may thus be enumerated : 


STEAM FRIGATES—9, 


Colorado . . 48 gurs, 3,435 tons. 
Niagara . om. ¥ 82 “ 
Powhatan Mm .¥. 268...% 
Minnesota Ye | 6. 
Mississippi*. .12 “ 1692 “ 
Princeton on™ 900“ 
San Jacinto. .12 “ 1446 “* 
Saranac... 9 “ 1446 * 
Susquehanna .17 “ 2450 “* 


The Niagara, one of the finest screw 
frigates in the navy, and which, with 
the Colorado, is now repairing, is noted 
for being connected with the Atlantic 
cable expedition, as well as for convey- 
ing the Japanese embassy home. She 
is the pet of the navy, and great credit 
is due the late George Steers for such a 
splendid specimen of naval architec- 
ture. The Powhattan, Minnesota, and 
Mississippi are attached to the South 
Atlantic Squadron ; the San Jacinto to 
the East Gulf Squadron; the Susque- 
hanna to the West Gulf Squadron, and 
the Saranac to the Pacific Squadron. 
The old Princeton is the receiving ship 
at Philadelphia. Of these steam frig- 
ates, six are screw, and three sidewheel. 


STEAM SLOOPS—10. 


Brookl - 24 guns, 2,070 tons. 
Canandaigua . 9 “* 1,395 * 
Dacotah. . . 6 * 907—Cs 
Hartford . 233.“ 1090 “ 
Housatonic. . 9 “ 1240 “« 
Lancaster 8. ©. Ses 
Oneida . & "ERTS 
Pensacola —— -«. Gap 
Richmond se *. tas 
Wachusett - « ia 


The Brooklyn, Hartford, Housatonic, 
Pensacola, Richmond, and Oneida 
are in the West Gulf Squadron; the 
Canandaigua in the South Atlantic 
Squadron ; the Lancaster in the Pacific, 


* Destroyed by her officers opposite the rebel 
batteries at Port Hudson, Mississippi. 
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and the Dacotah and the Wachusett,in 
the West India Squadron. 

STEAM GUNBOATS—4. 
Conemaugh . 8 guns, 955 tons, 
Crusader . a (eh. 45 Ci«‘ 
Cambridge. . 5 “* 858 * 
Chippewa —i—_ 507.“ 
Cayuga .. oo. & 507.“ 
Chocura . 4. * 507. * 
Huron Po. 507. * 
Itasca . “a = 507. * 
Kanawha 4. * 507.“ 
Kennebec ~e& § 507. * 
Kineo . — 507. * 
Katahdin a & 507. 
Mohawk eS te 459 “* 
Mohican oo) * 994 * 
Mystic = ™ 451 “ 
Marblehead. . 4 “ 507. * 
Monticello om ee 665 * 
Miami. . cita = 630 * 
Naragansett. . 5 “ 809. * 
Ottawa . +a, ™ 507. * 
Owasco ri, * 507. * 
Octorora ia = 829“ 
Pawnee - &% *:. tae = 
Pocahontas. . 5 “* 694 * 
Pembina . 7 a&oF 507. * 
Penobscot ti * 507 * 
Panola . - 2% %o Bias 
P ; < 6 “ 889 “ 
Pontiac s..* 974 * 
Seminole g... * 801 * 
Sciota . 4 *« ‘507. * 
Seneca 4 “ 507 “ 
Sagamore ‘a * 507. * 
Sebago . e. « 832“ 
Tahoma . 4° ¢ 507 * 
Unadilla. .. 4 * 507. * 
Wyandotte. . 4. * 458 “ 
Wyoming .. 6 * 997. * 
Wissahickon ei > 507. * 
Winona . — >. 507. * 


Of these gunboats, some of them rated 
as steam sloops of the third class, twelve 
are in the South Atlantic Squadron ; 
five in the North Atlantic Squadron ; 
ten in the West Gulf Squadron; three 
in the East Gulf Squadron ; two in the 
Potomac Flotilla; one in the East In- 
dies; one in the Pacific; one at Phila- 
delphia ; and five under repairs at the 
different navy yards. 


AUXILIARY STEAM GUNBOATS—47. 


Anacostia 2 guns, 217 tons. 
Aroostook S 507. 
Albatross . 4..* 378 * 








Currituck . 5 guns, 193 tons. 
Perry . . . 4 on 513 
Barney .* = 5138“ 
Clifton 6 « so2 
Ellen . . = 341 “« 
E.B. Hale . 4. * 192 « 
Fort Henry . —. = 
Genesee... 4 * 803. _ * 
Huntsville 4.* 817 * 
Hunchback . 4 “* 617“ 
Harriet Lane*. 4 “ 619 “ 
John Hancock. 38 “ ss2. 
Jacob Bell 3 *« 229 = « 
Louisiana 4 *« 295 * 
Mercidita 7 « 77% =« 
Montgomery 5 « . 
Mt. Vernon . 3 « 625 * 
Maratanza », Ss -™ 736 = 
Memphis . 4.1% 791 « 
Norwich. . 5 « 431 * 
New London i 221 * 
Potomska 5 « 337. « 
Patroon . 5 « igg * 
Paul Jones . 6 « seg 
Port — ; o .* 805“ 
Liaw. © 458 * 
Gemter a 4 * 460 * 
Stars and Stripes 5 * 407. _* 
Somerset. . . 6 “ 621 * 
Sachem . 5 « 197 * 
Southfield 4 « %1 « 
Tioga. . . ™ 819 “ 
Uneas. .. 3. « 192 * 
Underwriter. 4 $31 “ 
Valley City. . 5 “ 199 “* 
Victoria. .. 38 * 254 * 
Water Witch 7 878 
Wasmutta .. 5 * rn 
Western World. 5 “ 441 * 
Wyandank . oe 899 * 
Westfield . 6 « 891 * 
Yankee .. _ _— = 
Young Rover . 5 “ 418 “ 
Vente... .. 4 © 593 * 


Six of these auxiliary steam gunboats 
are in the Potomac Flotilla; eight in 
the West Gulf Squadron; thirteen in 
the North Atlantic Squadron; nine in 
the South Atlantic Squadron; four in 


the Eastern.Gulf Squadron ; one in the - 


West India Fleet; one at San Francis- 
co, and five in ordinary. 


TRANSPORT STEAMERS ALTERED IN- 
TO WAR VESSELS—5s8. 


Alabama . . . 8 guns, 1,261 tons. 
Alleghany ... 6 “ 989 * 
a... 28. * 8e.° 


* Taken by the rebels at Galveston. 
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Bienville . - 10 guns, 1,558 tons. 
Florida . 10 1,261 
Flag .. ot Mbit "963 “ 
Hatteras . i. aa 
Jas, Adger . . 9 * 41,151 “ 
Keystone State . 9 “ 1,364 “ 
Kensin ‘ 3“ 1,052 * 
Massachusetts Ss * tae * 
Quaker City . 9 “ 1,600 “ 
Rhode Island 7, * a * 
R.R.Cuyler. . .-* i= 
South Carolina . 6 “ 1,165 * 
Santiago de Cuba. 10 “ 1,667 “ 
State of we — >. * fan 
Tennessee . 2° * Sa 
Cimmerone . —_—- 860 “ 
Connecticut . 5 “ 1,800 “ 
Dawn. . 3-« 391 “ 
Daylight . 4-4 682 “ 
Delaware . Tbe 357 “ 
Dragon . ter 118 “ 
Flambeau. 7.* 900 “ 
Isaac Smith . Q»« 453 “ 
Mahaska . aN lies: 832 “ 
Morse . conan 5138 
Planter a 300 “ 
Satellite . > ines 217 “ 
Shasheen . = 180 “ 
Sonoma .. goog’ 955 * 
Thos. Freeborn . 6..* 269 “ 
A. C. Powell. 1.4% 65 “ 
Alfred Robb . 4 * 15 “ 
Ceres .. ‘ 3. * 144 * 
Ceeur de Leon ohh Eee 60 “ 
Cohasset . . .. 2 * 100 “ 
Ella. .. ? ave 230 “* 
Eastport . . . uF 700 “ 
Henry Brinker . 108 “ 
Hetzel. . . - Sw — * 
John P. Jackson > oi = ** 
John L. Lockwood. 2 ‘ 182 “ 
Leslie . :  * 100 “* 
Mercury a 187 “ 
Madgie ..  * 218 “ 
O. M. Petit . a. « 165 “ 
Pulaski . 3 « 395“ 
Resolute . 3. ¢ *90 “ 
Reliance . re .. 90 “ 
Rescue. .. am * 133.“ 
Stepping Stones ee 226 “ 
Teaser. . ce * 90 “ 
Vaatuesc ss. oe * — * 
Whitehead . . +1 * 136 “ 
Young America. ac% eo 
Zouave. int 127 .“ 


Most of these wastibiey altered steam- 
ers have been purchased and refitted 
for naval service. A number of our 
ocean mail steamers have been pur- 
chased by the Department, such as the 
Augusta, Florida, Alabama, Quaker 
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City, Keystone State, and State of 
Georgia ; while others have been taken 
from our rivers flowing into the Atlan- 
tic, on which this last class of vessels 
were formerly plying. In the South 
Atlantic Squadron are fifteen of this 
class of transport steamers; fifteen in 
the North Atlantic; four in the West- 
ern Gulf; one in the East Gulf; one 
in the Brazil, and three in the West 
India Squadrons. There are also twelve 
in the Potomac Flotilla; one in the 
Western Flotilla ; two supply steamers ; 
and three in ordinary ; with one receiv- 
ing ship. In the Potomac Flotilla is 
the captured rebel gunboat Teaser. The 
De Soto may also be added to this 
class, carrying 9 guns of 1,600 tons, 
and at present attached to the Western 
Gulf Squadron. 

We now call the attention of the 
reader to that most formidable class of 
vessels in our navy, 

IRON-CLAD STEAMERS—15. 

The iron-clads of our navy are divi- 
ded into two classes—the river and 
ocean steamers, as also steam rams. 
We will first notice the ocean class : 


Galena 6 guns, 738 tons, 
Monitor*. . . . 2 * 776 .“ 
New Ironsides . .18 “ 3,486 “ 
Roanoke. . .. 6 “ 38435 “ 


The Galena and Monitor have been 
well tested in the present war, but the 
Galena at present is considered a fail- 
ure. The New Ironsides, now on spe- 
cial service, 1s said to be one of the 
most formidable iron-clad vessels in the 
world. Of the iron-clad river steamers, 
we enumerate the following : 


Benton .. . 16 guns, 1,000 tons. 
Baron de Kalb . 13 512 
Cairo rs SS 512 “ 
Cincinnati we * 512 “ 
Carondelet 13 * 512 “ 
Be. Ss oes Oe 
Louisville. . . .13 “ 468 “ 
. 7 “ 500 “ 
Mound Cit City . se ee OS 
Pittsburgh . . .13 “ 512 “ 
ag eee ea Mk: 


The Galena 1s in the North Atlantic 


* Foundered at sea. 
VOL. 111.—43 


Squadron ; the New Ironsides in special 
service ; the Roanoke repairing in New 
York; and the river iron-clads are at- 
tached to the Western Flotilla. 


IRON-CLAD RAMS—12, 


General B: . 
Gen. Sterling Price “ 400 * 
General Pillow . 
Great Western . 
Kosciusko 
Lafayette . 
Little Rebel . 
Lioness 
Monarch . 
Queen of the West * 
Switzerland. . 
Simpson . 

Six of these rams, though finished, 
have not received their armament. 
They are all attached to the Western 
River Flotilla. Five of these were cap- 
tured from the rebels, and one was pur- 
chased. 

OTHER VESSELS NOT CLASSED—22 


3 
F 
s 
E 


Ween iaecn t 


L111) 8818 


Troquois 9 guns, 1,016 tons, 
Kearsage. . . . 7 1,031 - 
Tuscarora . . .10 “ 997 * 
Wabash . -48 “ 8274 * 
Clara Dolsen .-— 1,000 “ 
Choctaw . -— “ 1,000 “ 
Conestoga -— & =e 
Darlington . -_—- © —— 
meee. « 2%. ee 
Eugenie . . i wnbds Ot 
Gem of the Sea. . 4 “ 871 “ 
Gemsbobhk. ... 7 “ 623 * 
Judge Torrence. . - “ 600 
King Philip . .- *. we 
Michi 1 “ 582 “ 
Mount Washington - ©§ ——« 

olia . ‘ s; *« —— 
Oliver H. Lee . & “. mare 
ee -- © —— « 
Relief . 2 “. 468 * 
Stetten . . - = &. <a 
Ben Morgan . - §§. 


Among these vessels unclassed, are 
one steam frigate, three steam sloops, 
eight ocean ahd four river steamers, 
three barks, one schooner, and one mor- 
tar schooner. 


UNFINISHED VESSELS OF THE NAVY. 
STEAM FRIGATE-—1. 


. 50 guns, 3,684 tons. 
® Taken by the rebels. 


Franklin 
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, STEAM SLOOPS—1. 
Lackawanna . : 9 guns, 1, 533 tons. 
Ticonde: .9 1,583 
Shenand ‘ i '378 S 
Monongahela . a 378 - 
Sacramento ——_—- 1.367 "a 
Juniata . .o * Ee * 
Ossipee . -9 “* 1,240 “ 


STEAM GUNBOATS—28. 
Puritan (iron-clad) . 4 guns, 3, 265 tons. 


Tonawanda “ 4 "364 | 
Tecumseh® “ . .2 “ 1,034 “ 
Onondaga “ . .4 “ 1250 “ 
Ascutney et" “ee 
wam Pe 974 “ 
enango wen * 974 “ 
Chicopee soe * 974 “ 
Eutaw . we 974 “ 
Tosco. . = ©. 974 “* 
Mattabeeset -” 974 “ 
ow rm : oe * 974 “ 
Mackinaw “es * 974 “ 
Metacomet 78 S 974 * 
Otsego . a. 974 “* 
Pontoosac .§ © 974 “ 
Sassacus 7 Fe. 974 “ 
Shamrock .§ « 974 * 
Taconey . a * . ee 
_ &.. 974 “ 
Wateree. ~s * 974 “ 
Wyalusing -_* 974 “ 
che ’ .8 “ 97% « 
Maumee . _& * 593 “ 
Com. Morris a = 532 “ 
Com. McDonough .6 “ 532 “ 
Calhoun .4 “ 508 “ 
Com. Hull % &.. 376“ 


IRONCLAD OCEAN GUNBOATS—22. 


Dunderburg . 10 guns, 5,019 tons. 
Dictator . ./ 8,033 
Monadnock . . 4 “ 1,564 
Miantonimah. . 4 “ 1,564 “ 
Agamenticus. . 4 “ 1,564 “ 
Canonicus. . . 2 “ 1,084 - 
Manhattan. . . 2 “ 1,034 * 
Mahopac ... 2 “ 1,034 “ 
aoe cane 9 ©. 268bs* 
A aie 2. 844 “ 
Camanche . ri otf... bo 2 
Lehigh . ets: aie . 
Montauk Pe hele 844 
Nantucket i be 844 
Nahant . ponfos # - $ 
Patapsco a 3 “ ‘ 
Passaic . . Se 2. 844 “ 
on . a 844 “ 
Weehawken so 844 “ 
Moodna . uF 677 “ 
Marietta. . , 08, * 479 “ 
Sandusky . i, 2, Bow GO * 
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IRON-CLAD RIVER GUNBOATS—12 


ett 2 guns, 1,034 tons, 
Tippecan - 2 1, 034 “ 
Chickasaw . 4..% 970 sed 
Kicka “ ’ Wiles 970 “ 
Milwaukee. e"¢ 970 “ 
Winn 4 “ 970 “ 
Tuscumbia 3 .« 565“ 
Ozark .. 2.4% 578 * 
Osage . 5 .« 523.“ 
Neosho. . » * 523 * 
Indianola *. ee 442 “ 
Chillicothe. g.¢« 303 “ 


The most formidable class of these 
unfinished vessels are the iron-clad gun- 
boats. Of these are four of immense 
size, viz., the Puritan, Tonawanda, 
Tecumseh, and Onondaga, The mam- 


“moth iron-clad of all is the enormous 


Dunderburg, carrying 10 guns of from 
fifteen to twenty inches in calibre, and 
having a tonnage of 5,019 tons. The 
Dictator is another immense iron-clad. 
Of the river Gunboat Fleet, the Cataw- 
ba and Tippecanoe stand as first class, 
carrying heavy nine and eleven inch 
Dahlgren guns. 

The building of these ocean iron-clads 
is at the following places : Nine of them 
are building at New York; three at 
Brooklyn ; one at Portsmouth ; two at 
Jersey City; four at Boston; two at 
Chester; two at Pittsburgh; one at 
Brownsville, Pennsylvania; and one at 
Wilmington, Delaware. The river 
iron-clads are built at the following 
places: Five at Cincinnati; six at St. 
Louis; and one at Mound City, Mlinois. 
Of the first-class steam gunboats, eleven 
are building at New York; four at 
Boston; two at Portland, Maine; 
two at Portsmouth, New Hampshire; 
one at Bordentown, New Jersey; one 
at Brooklyn ; two at Philadelphia ; one 
at Chester ; and two at Baltimore, Mary- 
land. 

The other vessels building in the 
yards are as follows: the steam frigate 
Franklin, at Portsmouth, New Hamp- 
shire ; the steam sloops Jumata, Monon- 
gahela, and Shenandoah, at Philadel- 
phia; the Lackawanna and Ticonder- 


* Destroyed by the rebel gunboats below Vicks- 
burg. 
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oga, at New York; and the Ossipee a FP tees Guna Tons. 
and Sacramento, at Portsmouth, New “tered to war vessels 58 240 86,170 
Hampshire. Tron-clad ocean steam- 

There are alargenumberofcontracts em...... 4 88 8485 
out for new gunboats and steamers, Iron-clad river steam- 
which, when completed, will make us =— J pt ge ‘ ” one 
the most formidable navy in the world. Other eae wet 8, 
In conclusion, we will give to the read- classed. . .. . 14 9 3,788 
er the following table, classifying the 
vessels now in our navy, and giving sta- Unxrivisnep Vessers or rus Navy. 
tistics of their tonnage and the number Frigates. . ... 1 50 8,684 
of guns which they carry : Steam sloops . . . 7 .63 9,669 
; Steam gunboats . . 28 184 35,160 
RECAPITULATION. Iron-clad ocean gun- 
Vessels, Guns. Tons. boats . . 22 58 26,955 
Ships ofthe line . . 6 504 16,124 Iron-clad river gun- 
Sailing frigates . . 7 348 14,161 boats . . . .12 383 8,682 
— sloops . : oe ro wg 
ri : 
Transport ~ -16 64 11,420 Tet wel ee ee ee pa = 
Transport bar 16 91 8463 classes in the navy, is 376, having a 
Schooners . . 8 12 1,081 tonnage of 307,234 tons, and carrying 
Yachts . . - - 2 — —— 8,038 guns of heavy calibre. 
Mortar schooners. . 18 52 4,316 With these statistics, compiled from 
on frigates . . 9 199 21,673 « official’ sources, we conclude this ar- 
team sloops - 10 161 16,205 .. . 
Steam gunboats . . 40 200 24.788 ticle, and in our next shall take up the 
— steam ad subject of naval gunnery in the United’ 
boats - 47 209 23,875 States. 
———- * ee —— 


THREE MODERN ROMANCES. 


GUY LIVINGSTONE, ‘SWORD AND GOWN,’ AND ‘BARREN HONOR.’ 


Tats terrible power of fictitious in- 
vention, wherewith God has endowed 
man, and which now-a-days we take 
readily enough, without comment, is 
yet the growth of comparatively mod- 
ern times, the development within a 
few centuries of a new faculty. The 
Greek never solaced his leisure with 
the latest tale of a gifted Charicles or 
Aristarchus, and the grave Roman 
would have been as much startled by a 
‘new novel’ as by the apparition of a 
steam engine. The famous Minerva 
press was the first mighty well-spring 


whence gushed the broad and rapid 
torrent of cheap fiction. This peren- 
nial fountain has long ceased to flow, 
yet has its disappearance left no unsat- 
isfied void. The procreation of human 
kind has failed to support the elaborate 
theory of Malthus, but had the sage 
philosopher transferred his calculations 
from the sons of men to works of fic- 
tion, then indeed he might stand forth 
the prophet of a striking truth. The 
extensive plain over which this flood is 
spread seems even to be extending its 
limits, and a spongy soil of unlimited 








capacity is ready ever to absorb the 
fresh advance of waves. It is indeed 
striking to observe how authors and 
men of talent have increased, so vastly 
out of all proportion with other classes 
of men. Observing it, the political econ- 
omist may well shout ‘Io triumphe!’ 
for that even in so delicate and intan- 
gible a matter as intellectual gifts, the 
famous doctrine of supply and demand 
is so thoroughly carried out. We raise, 
however, no hue and cry after ‘ poor 
trash.’ Neither have we the blood- 
thirsty wish to run to ground the pant- 
ing scribbler, or to adorn ourselves with 
the glories of his‘ brush.’ Let those 
who countenance him by reading his 
works, and who can reconcile the pur- 
chase thereof with their consciences, 
answer to their fellow men for the in- 
evitable consequences, But it must be 
confessed that there is in this depart- 
ment asad want. All readers of mod- 
erate discrimination must have felt it 
painfully. In the literature of fiction 
we need organization. .How do we 
know a good tea froma bad? Is it by 
the universal consent of the good peo- 
ple of China—by a democratic ‘ cense- 
atur’ of the celestial nation? Not at 
all. Every variety is tasted by men 
who rinse their mouths after each swal- 
low, and the comparative merits are 
gauged and graduated by adepts, who 
make it the sole business and profession 
of their lives. A similar process we 
need in fiction. The old system of crit- 
icism in reviews and magazines worked 
well in its day, but it won't do now. 
The era of the old-fashioned novel crit- 
ic has gone by. He knows it, and his 
voice is seldom heard. Even a numer- 
eus body, working promiscuously ‘and 
without conjunction, could not accom- 
plish much. The only manner in which 
the requisite result could be brought 
about would be by a regularly organ- 
ized set of men, working under direc- 
tion and regulated by authority, like 
the body of tax assessors or national 
judiciaries. Such a corps should be 
trained to their work as to a profession 
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like that of law or medicine, having 
brotherhoods in every publishing town 
or city, working together and subordi- 
nately, like the order of the Jesuits. 
They should test every work before it 
was given to the public, and brand it 
with precisely its mark of real merit. 
And thus might be accomplished a 
most inestimable public service. In 
France such a system might be practi- 
cable, and not hostile to the spirit and 
institutions of a nation accustomed to 
have everything, even to the play pro- 
grammes of the theatre, regulated by the 
powers that be. But in America, home 
of democracy and fatherland of indi- 
vidual independence, such a scheme, so 
invaluable though so impossible, must, 
we fear, ever remain a tantalizing vis- 
ion. As it is, of course many a man 
of rea] ability is drowned in the rush- 
ing waves of multitudinous authors, 
and his works pass undistinguished to 
that unknown grave which gapes so 
mysteriously in some hidden recess of 
the universe, and silently swallows 
yearly the vast masses of printed paper 
which has done its brief work and been 
thrown by read or unread, forgotten. 
It is to assist in the rescue of a strug- 
gling author from this yawning abyss 
that the present article is sent forth, a 
plank in the shipwreck. 

Who may be the object of our pres- 
ent criticism, we must confess we know 
not. Whether it be a brother man, or 
whether our words of praise may win 
us the kind regards of a ‘ gentle ladye,’ 
we can only conjecture. Our process 
must be in rem, not in personam, ‘It’ 
—for thus perforce we must speak of 
our Unknown—weareth an iron mask 
of inscrutable mystery, as complete as 
that of the all-baffling Junius. The 
field, however, of speculation is open 
to our wandering reflection. Herein 
we guide ourselves by natural signs, 
the configurations of the stars and the 
marks of the soil. We judge from the 
mould in which the favorite male char- 
acters are cast, and from the traits in- 
variably bestowed upon the heroines, 














Three Modern Romances. 


also by the general choice of scenery, 
by the groupings, the ‘ properties.’ 
Upon such authority of intrinsic evi- 
dence we have no hesitation in pro- 
nouncing the writer to be aman. Cer- 
tain novel-writing ladies indeed are 
given to depicting most royal heroes, 
types of the ideal man, glorified 
beings endowed with every charm of 
physique and of spirit. Such find an 
irresistible fascination in allowing their 
fancy to run wild riot and poetic revel 
in contemplation of a wonderful male 
creature, so graceful, so beautiful, so 
strong, so brave, so masterly, so bad or 
so good as the case may be—a spirit of 
chivalry incarnate in the perfection of 
the flesh. They cannot build a shrine 
too lofty, nor burn too generous store 
of incense before this exalted one. 
The man, as he reads, smiles. Such a 
brother has never been born to him of 
woman—never since the days of Adam 
in paradise, neither ever shall be. The 
fair votaress standeth without the vail 
of the temple, nor have its mystic re- 
cesses ever disclosed to her scrutinizing 
vision actual ‘Man.’ Let us not how- 
ever harshly dispel such illusions, nei- 
ther drench with the cold flood of un- 
necessary ingenuousness the glowing 
embers of myrrh and frankincense. 
Occasionally, perchance, some sinful 
human, conscious within himself of no 
demerits beyénd his fellows, may re- 
pine at passing comparison with this 
shadowy conception. But as a gener- 
al rule, it is wise enough to tolerate 
such pleasant vagaries of worshipping 
woman. Of this fair description are 
the proud statues which look out upon 
us in Apollo-like majesty from the gal- 
leries in ‘Guy Livingstone,’ ‘ Sword and 
Gown,’ ‘ Barren Honors.’ Guy, Royston 
Keene, and Alan Wyverne, are such fan- 
ciful delineations, such marvels of bodi- 
ly glory and chivalrous spirit. They 
might be drawn bya woman. The 
accompaniments are in admirable keep- 
ing; and the whole scenery is gotten 
up to match, and most unexceptionally. 
Our characters are dissipated upon a 





scale suited to the heroic age and the 
primeval constitution of the race. They 
gamble quite en prince, and carouse most 
royally. They havea capacity for terrible 
potations, should mischance or crossed 
affections so incline them ; yet they can 
seldom plead the latter excuse, for we 
are given to understand that woman- 
kind are born to be their helpless slaves 
and victims. They are perpetually 
doing deeds of terrible ‘ derring-do ;’ 
upon the backs of unmanageable steeds 
they leap limitless chasms and the tall- 
est of walls; they gallop to death in 
battle and dispel ennui in midnight 
conflicts with desperate poachers. Such 
scenes are quite within the scope of 
some feminine imaginations, but scarce- 
ly such a power of description as that 
wherewith we have them here set forth. 
Women thrill sometimes at fierce tales 
of stalwart knock-down struggles, 
many of them will back fearlessly the 
most mettlesome of thoroughbreds; 
but when it comes to talk thereof, they 
strive in vain for adequate power of 
language. The best words and the 
strongest sentences will not come, 
These demand the clarion roundness 
and ring essentially masculine—very 
virile indeed. The muscular gripe of a 
man—not the white, tapering fingers of 
any maiden—held the pen which wrote 
so gloriously of Livingstone’s terrible 
riding, of Royston Keene’s bloody sabre 
charges: We know it by unerring in- 
stinct, as we could tell a morsel of the 
smooth cheek of the damsel from the 
grizzled jowl of man. 

But as usual, the crowning glory of 
most anxious labor is to be sought in 
the female characters. These are nearly 
all of the majestic, haughty, and queen- 
like caste—tall, imperious beauties, em- 
presses of society, to whom men are 
slaves, and life a triumphal march of 
unbroken conquests. So it is at least 
until they meet some one terrible sub- 
duer of woman—a Guy or a Keene—in 
whom they recognize masterhood, and 
the right and power to reign. With 
the last stateliness of royalty these mag- 
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nificent presences glide through the 
proud pomp and pageantry of their 
surroundings, graceful as swans, fault- 
less in classic form, and face as white 
as Grecian marbles, domineering as 
sisters of Cwsars, violet eyed, statu- 
esque, cold upon the chiselled surface, 
but aglow with the white heat of feel- 
ing and forceful passion beneath. How 
blue are their clear veins interlacing 
beneath a crystalline skin !—for their 
blood is a more sublimed fluid than 
that which waters the clay of ordinary 
humanity. They have with them an un- 
utterable glory of conscious power, the 
magnificence of a perfect, God-given na- 
ture, such a haughty spirit of rivalless 
dominion as might have swelled the soul 
of a Jewish queen, monarch of Israel, 
ruler of God’s chosen people in the day 
of their unbroken pride, when she felt 
that none greater than herself dwelt 
upon the globe. But with inevitable 
tread approaches the universal moral 
which points the tale. The measured 
step of the godlike hero echoeth along 
the corridors. The royal maiden, hear- 
ing the ominous tramp, is cognizant of 
an unwonted thrill and a sensation un- 
felt before. Her prophetic instinct tell- 
eth her too truly that her wild inde- 
pendence is concluded, that the day of 
bondage and of fetters has dawned, 
that the inexorable One, who alone in 
all the millions of ‘created men is able, 
is even now present with the gyves of 
her slavery in his hand. But the de- 
nouement is never at the bridal altar. 
Our host entertaineth us with no loves 
of Strephon and Phillis, nor leads be- 
neath shady arcades to a vine-clad cot- 
tage, wherein is love and rich cream 
and homemade butter. The three sis- 
ters, the dread Moire, in their darksome 
cavern, spinning the golden thread of 
destiny, reel from their distaff no bright 
soft film of wedded happiness. The 
polished metal, many times refined, 
would never show half its qualities 
were it not subject to unwonted tests. 
We suffer according to our powers of 


endurance, and are tried according to 
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our gifts. Else why are the powersand 
the gifts given to us by a Providence 
which never wasteth, nor doeth in 
freakish negligence. The yoke of love 
is not weighty enough to bow sufficient- 
ly the curving neck. With a love 
which cannot be satisfied comes the 
mighty temptation to sin and disgrace. 
Even into this black chasm our beau- 
ties look with steady eye, and meditate 
the step. It is a part of their self-sus- 
taining nature and towering spirit to 
wreak their own will. Once let them 
give their love to mun, and it is the 
passion of their lives. Of gossip and 
the wagging tongue of scandal, ard of 
that vague, shadowy phantom, reputa- 
tion, they reck not. These unsubstan- 
tial fleeting barriers are dissipated in 
an instant before the mighty breath of 
their omnipotent passion. Their love 
is the great fact of their lives. Why 
should it yield to less powerful senti- 
ments, to inferior satisfactions. If the 
laws and sentiments of the commonalty 
of mankind oppose, why gain the lesser, 
palling pleasure of a fair character 
among our fellows whom we care not 
for, and lose the one joy of existence ? 
Such, in all three of these novels, to a 
greater or less extent, is the theory of 
action of the female characters. 

They are however rescued from the 
last degree of actual crime in each case 
by the good taste of the ‘author, feeling 
that such chapters had better not be 
written voluntarily in fiction, or per- 
chance by his love for his proud maid- 
ens, whom he cannot taint with degra- 
dation in act, even if the sin upon their 
souls be wellnigh as black in the eyes of 
a strict judge, arbiter alike of the seen 
and the unseen. Such are hardly the 
conceptions wherewith the brain of a 
cultivated woman would teem. It were 
too glaring treason to her sex and to 
her own nature. Although it must be 
said that there is no word of coarseness 
or bold suggestion of wickedness to be 
found upon ‘any page. So far from it, 
we scarcely find recognized the crime 
to which the maidens are tempted, and 
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we half-ignorantly wonder at the exist- 
ence of compunctions, excited at we 
can scarcely say what. But the au- 
thor knew probably well enough, and 
if she were one of the sisterhood of 
women, then must she be isolated and 
at enmity with them all. Her hand is 
against every woman’s and every wom- 
an’s hand against her. 

Perhaps there is a fault in the tone 
of these novels. This may have been 
inferred by some strict moralists from 
the preceding paragraph. But they 
have indeed not the slightest trace of 
impropriety about them. They are not 
tainted in the slightest with the insid- 
ious viciousness of French novels. Their 
fault arises from rather an opposite 
tendency of mind and a different train 
of feelings. They are of the world, 
worldly. They are cold and sarcastic ; 
they inculcate self-sufficiency, and 
preach to man to be a tower of strength 
in himself, not always in the praise- 
worthy Christian way. There is no 
single word of scoffing or disrespect 
for religion, no slur upon it whatsoever. 
Only we are aware, as by an instinct, 
that in the circle of our characters it is 
wholly ignored. In their world it is 
not an agent, whether for themselves 
or others. It is as unrecognized a sys- 
tem as is Mohammedanism or Buddh- 
ism with ourselves. The heroes have 
all ‘seen the world’ in the most thor- 
ough and terrible sense of those words. 
For them virtue and vice are much 
alike. Their wills are iron. They fix 
their eye upon their goal, and straight 
thereto they firmly march over the ob- 
stacles of precipices, through the black- 
ness of quagmires, crashing athwart 
laws, customs, and conventionalities, as 
elephants calmly striding through un- 
derbrush. They disregard the preju- 
dices of the world equally for evil and 
for good. And a moral independence 
which might furnish forth the most 
glorious of martyrs in invincible pan- 
oply is quite as likely to assist a hardy 
sinner. The sneer and sarcasm and con- 
tempt are for the conventionalities of 
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the world, for the belief of the mass of 
mankind in right and wrong, and for 
the customs and habits which the re- 
public of humanity has established for 
better assistance in the paths of virtue 
—as if, forsooth, such were vulgar be- 
cause common, and to be despised by 
the mighty because useful to the feeble. 
This is not the proper spirit for the 
satirist. If he wields his pen in sup- 
port of such a theory he will do more 
harm than good. A conventionality 
is not necessarily bad or contemptible 
merely as such. Not a promiscuous 
and indiscriminate slashing, but a care- 
ful pruning is the proper method in 
the garden of society. The indiscreet 
hand will cut what it should leave, and 
leave perhaps what might have been 
better sacrificed. The artificial treilises 
whereon we train our feeble virtues, 
which may hardly stand by their own 
strength, must not be shattered in a 
general slaughter of weeds which have 
taken root and nourishment in the 
rank soil of fashionable etiquette. Let 
us not dash the image from the altar, 
nor quench the fire at the shrine, before 
we have another idol and another 
shrine to give to the old worshippers, 
who must worship still. Such reckless 
iconoclasm is too dangerous. It is in 
this point of discretion that our author 
is most reprehensible. The moral 
tone of his works might have been im- 
proved had his independent tendencies 
been rather more judiciously indulged. 
There is, however, one character of love- 
liness and purity almost sufficient to 
leaven the whole mass and to dash our 
entire reprehension. In all the scope 
of our novel reading, nowhere do we 
remember to have met a more exquisite- 
ly charming character than that of fair 
Constance Brandon. Every charm of 
spirit and of person is lavished upon 
her. At the same time she is con- 
ceived with faultless taste. No feeble 
extravagance offends our feelings; no 
tinsel or affectation thwarts our admira- 
tion. The execution is worthy of the 
thought, which is simply beautiful. 
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The portrait is like Raphael’s divinest 
Madonna, with the changing radiance 
and velvety warmth of life thrown into 
the matchless face. Why could we not 
have had more such, instead of such in- 
different domesticities as La Mignonne ? 

When we say that none of these three 
novels are destined to pass into the 
eternal literature of the language, we 
pass no very harsh or damning judg- 
ment. Men of the highest powers must 
bow to the same decree. Our author, 
though his thews and sinews are stal- 
wart, is yet hardly cast in the mould 
to indicate such excessive vitality. He 
can hardly trouble the stride of those 
lordly veterans of the turf, Scott or 
Thackeray ; yet without exertion spurn- 
ing the rearward turf, he clicks his gal- 
loping hoofs in the faces of the throng 
of the ordinary purveyors of fiction. 
His fancy is exuberant; his imagina- 
tion brilliant, florid, verging at times 
almost upon the apoplectic. But the 
cognate mental member, invention, is 
most sadly destitute of free and sweep- 
ing action. His plots are of the sim- 
plest, and betray indubitably a numb- 
ness or imperfect development of the 
inventive faculties of the brain. Peo- 
ple who read novels for the denoue- 
ment,-who ride a steeple chase through 
them, leaping a five-page fence here, a 
ditch of a chapter there, and anon clear- 
ing at a mighty bound a rasper of some 
score or more paragraphs, resolute sim- 
ply to be in at the death in the last 
chapter, anxious to see the wedding 
torches extinguished, and the printer 
setting up ‘Finis ‘—such would find 
little satisfaction in ‘Barren Honor,’ al- 
most none in ‘ Sword and Gown.’ Read- 
ing these works is like passing through 
&@ wondrously beautiful country. But 
it is not the indolent beauty of south- 
ern climes, to lounge through sleepily 
in a slow-rolling travelling carriage. 
You must ride through it on the proud 
back of a blooded steed, Canter, run, 
if: you like, when the ground is fit and 
the spirit moves, as often enough it 
may; but do not fix your eyes upon 
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any distant gaol, and time your arrival 
thereat. Enjoy what is close at hand. 
Admire now the blue glories of the 
proud hills, recumbent in careless grace 
of majesty in the indolent sunlit atmos- 
phere; gaze then into the sombre 
depths of solemn retreating forest ; 
tremble anon in the black shadow of 
the fierce rock beetling over your 
bridle way; and fill your rejoicing 
being with the fresh-distilled vigor of 
the springy step of your charger on the 
turf. It will put bounding manliness 
into your sluggish civilian blood. Read 
each page, each chapter for itself; or 
regard it as one handsome marble 
square in the tesselated pavement of a 
haughty palace, not as a useful brick in 
the domestic sidewalk, which is to carry 
you straight to a homely destination. 
Observe the description of scenes, how 
powerful! the delineation of charac- 
ter, how fascinating! and be pleased 
with the luxuriance of the style and the 
gorgeous drapery of language where- 
with so royally the thoughts are robed. 

Our author is not true to nature—he 
is extravagant, high-wrought. Nobody 
ever met his heroes or his heroines in 
real life, nor lived the scenes told of in 
his poetry. His men and women are 
the men and women of an enthusiastic 
fancy ; his scenes and incidents are the 
scenes and incidents of our romantic 
dreams. We know none so lovely as 
ethereal Constance Brandon ; we never 
gazed into the violet-flashing eyes of a 
Cecil Tresilyan ; none of our friends are 
quite prototypes of the omnipotent 
‘Cool Captain ;’ they betray neither 
the athletic chivalry of Livingstone nor 
the winning beauty and high-souled 
nobility of generous Alan Wyverne. 
We never saw such models, for such 
never quitted their ideal essences to 
become incarnate in the flesh. But 
why need this be an insuperable objec- 
tion? We don’t find Achilles any the 
less interesting because we doubt the 
ability of any degenerate modern. to 
calmly destroy such outnumbering 
hosts of his fellow beings, and send 
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such a throng of warrior souls to hades 
without scath or scar to his invulner- 
able self. Ivanhoe got out of some 
very awkward scrapes by the exertion 
of a prowess quite exceptional in such 
a ‘light-weight.’ The extravagance is 
not glaring enough to discompose us. 
Surely a tolerable proximate approach 
to possible existence ought to satisfy a 
not viciously captious critic. We are 
reading of shadowy beings: why should 


not the facile mists be permeated with ~ 


a somewhat subtler light, and melt into 
somewhat airier forms’ of perfection 
than we have been accustomed to catch 
imprisoned in the substantial dulness 
of the flesh? If we will only choose, 
we may revel in the company of some- 
what glorified mortals. It may be a 
luxury to us, if we will not be jealously 
illiberal and envious. It is pleasant to 
emerge from our little chintz-furnished 
parlor, and lounge in castles of dimly 
magnificent extent, where we are sure 
to meet the choicest society; where 
some order their mighty hunters from 
the capacious stables, and others go out 
to drop a stag, or run a fox, or bag a 
few pheasants in the preserves, just to 
get an appetite for dinner, from which 
stupendous meal, tended by hosts of 
velvet-footed menials and florid old- 
family butlers, resplendent ladies rise 
to retire to gorgeous drawing rooms 
of any draperied dimensions we may 
choose to fancy, leaving perhaps a score 
of gentlemen guests to quaff cobwebbed 
wines in unstinted goblets. Why isn’t 
it pleasant to linger sometimes in these 
royal abodes, and to saunter in the 
endless lawns and forest glades of the 
rich and the great, where we may en- 
counter ladies rather handsomer and 
gentlemen rather haughtier than they 
are generally made in our own circle? 
Let us not be captious, but agreeably 
appreciative. 

In a short sentence in one of the open- 
ing chapters of ‘Sword and Gown,’ our 
author proclaims probably the inten- 
tion, certainly the result of his literary 
labors—to produce a string of beautiful 





678 


cameos, with just thread enough of story 
to string them upon. This task is done, 
and well done. The classical allusions 
are numerous, and seldom can we blame 
one as out of place. Generally they are 
wrought into beautiful little pictures, 
complete in themselves. He manages 
them with wonderful dexterity, never 
making too much of them, nor dwell- 
ing upon them too long; but with his 
masterly skill in language he handles 
his words as a painter his colors, and 
now we have a bold royal sketch, 
cloudy outlines of gigantic proportions, 
shadowy scenes of indefinite grander, 
done with a few strong words and 
magnificent adjectives; and now a lit- 
tle paragraph, charming in its exquisite 
daintiness, like a miniature rarely done 
upon the face of a costly gem. It is in 
this word-painting that he is surpass- 
ingly admirable. Delineation, descrip- 
tion, portraiture are his forte. The 
same quality of mind which gives 
dreams of princely men and divine 
women seems to have brought also a 
generous endowment of warm, rich 
words, wherewith to do justice to the 
imaginings. All the beauty, dignity, 
and glory of English .logography seem 
to be his: he marshals an array of ad- 
jectives and phrases which seem all of 
the blood royal of our munificent 
mother tongue. Oftentimes his page 
sounds like the deep-rglling anthem of 
a mighty cathedral organ. Might and 
music are in his syllables; and without 
sifting his sentences for a noble thought 
or a beautiful idea, we may be pleased 
by the stately tread of their succession, 
and their rich harmonious cadences, 
The scenes are apt to be rather melo- 
dramatic. Wonderful passions work 
wonderfully. Eyes flash, lips are set, 
cheeks grow pale, quite often. Great 
coolness, vast powers; are continually 
displayed ; yet they are well displayed, 
after the fashion of gentlemen, not of 
bravoes or villains or highwaymen. He 
handles thunder and lightning, the ter- 
rific weapons of the mighty Jove him- 


self, in a very haughty, Jove-like man. * 
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ner, it must be confessed. He isn’t 
afraid of singing his fingers with the 
thunderbolts, but seizes them with the 
familiar gripe of unquestionable au- 
thority. In a glorified language he 
paints glorified visions. Very little of 
the calm domestic sunlight of the work- 
ing noonday glimmers among his pages, 
but a perpetual, everlasting gorgeous- 
ness of deep-colored sunset radiance. 
For merit of style all these novels are 
well worthy of commendation and of 
study. Education and extensive read- 
ing have preserved them from faults of 
gaudiness and meretricious ornament. 
They are chastened by good taste and 
regulated by gentlemanly cultivation. 
They are written by a scholar, and not 
by a scribbler ; and while reading their 
magnificent pages we need have no 
misgiving that we are admiring the 
flashy ornaments of wordy or half-edu- 
cated mediocrity. Far the best of them 
is also the first, ‘Guy Livingstone.’ 
The poorest is ‘Sword and Gown;’ 
this has the feeblest plot, in fact a mere 
apology for a story, and contains more 
passages which seem unfinished, and 
what on a second reading would scarce 





MILL ON 


Any work from the pen of John 
Stuart Mill will arrest the attention of 
readers and thinkers wherever the Eng- 
lish language is spoken, and, indeed, 

. wherever the spirit of inquiry and im- 
provement has aroused the intellect of 
man. This author has proved himself 
& veritable instructor and benefactor of 
his race. His writings have been al- 
Ways grave and valuable, addressed to 
the understanding of men, indicating ar- 
duous study on his own part, and elicit- 
ing reflection of the profoundest charac- 
ter in the mind of his reader. In his 

well known work ‘ On Logic,’ published 


Mill on Liberty. 











have satisfied their own writer. ‘Guy 
Livingstone,’ though not faultless, is a 
work of power, talent, and brilliancy. 
Guy himself is an Olympian character, 
sketched upon the scale and model of 
a Torso, a giant in his virtues and his 
vices and his frame—but exaggerated 
with such tact and ability that even 
the impossible hugeness charms and 
fascinates. The feats of the hero in the 
dance and carpeted salon, on his mighty 
hunter leading the breakneck chase, 
carry us away with all the heat and 
ardor of sympathy ; nor do we stumble 
in our companionable excitement over 
any unwelcome snag of commonplace 
thought or vulgar daring. Constance 
Brandon, as we have above intimated, 
we consider a splendid masterpiece—a 
woman lovely as the imagination of 
man fondly likes to dream, with every 
winning grace of manner and amiable 
charm of purity. She is the finest char- 
acter and the fairest face beyond all 
compare in the gallery; and the 
scenes in which she figures are the most 
able, the most moving, and the most 
unexceptionable in every point of view, 
of all that our author has given us. 


LIBERTY. 


twenty years ago, he exhibited the high- 
est capacity for abstract speculation, 
and placed himself by the side of Aris- 
totle and Bacon in the rank of philoso- 
phers; while that ‘On the Principles 
of Political Economy,’ more practical 
in its aims, entitles him to the reputa- 
tion of an able and enlightened states- 
man. 

Last year we had published in this 
country, a treatise from the same fertile 
pen on the subject of ‘ Representative 
Government,’ which, however, was sub- 
sequent in the order of composition to 
that which has just now appeared in 





















the United States from the press of 
Ticknor & Fields, of Boston. Both 
these productions, that on ‘ Representa- 
tive Government,’ and that ‘On Liberty,’ 
are valuable to the American people, 
teaching lessons important to be learned 
even by them. From the nature of our 
institutions, and especially from the vain- 
glorious sentiments too generally enter- 
tained by us, we are apt to consider 
ourselves so well versed in the princi- 
ples of civil liberty and of representative 
government, as to be incapable of learn- 
ing anything on these subjects, espe- 
cially from English writers. Unfor- 
tunately, recent events are calculated 
rudely to disturb our self-satisfaction, 
and to arouse within us a serious dis- 
trust, not indeed of the principles em- 
bodied in our institutions, but of our 
practical ability to carry them out to 
their legitimate results, and thus to en- 
joy, fully and permanently, the advan- 
tages of the system of free government 
of which we have always been so boast- 
ful. ; 
It is perhaps natural that the mass 
of the American people should conceive 
the whole of liberty as comprised in 
the privilege of voting, and its substan- 
tial benefits as being fully secured by 
the popular form of government. This, 
however, would be an inconsiderate 
conclusion, involving a most pernicious 
error; and so far is it from constituting 
any important part of the discussion, 
that in the whole of Mr. Mill’s work, 
there is scarcely more than a glance at 
this aspect of the question. The liber- 
ty which the author investigates and 
commends by the most unanswerable 
arguments, is not that which is embod- 
ied in political institutions, so much as 
that which results from the liberal and 
enlightened spirit pervading and con- 
trolling the social organization. It is 
not the power to choose representatives 
and to make laws, but it is rather the 
privilege, in all proper cases, of being a 
law to one’s self, and of representing in 
one’s own individuality the peculiar 
ideas and capacities which each one is 
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best fitted to unfold and develop for 
his own good without injury to society. 
Political tyranny, at this day, is by no 
means the chief danger to which men 
are anywhere exposed ; and that sub- 
ject has been so thoroughly understood 
in modern times, that books are hardly 
required now to be written upon it. It 
is social despotism—the tyranny of cus- 
tom and opinion—which chiefly enlists 
the intellect of our philosophical and 
interesting author, though he does not 
fail to lay down the true limits of the 
legislative authority as well. He is 
thoroughly versed in the history of ‘the 
struggle between liberty and authority,’ 
which he says ‘ is the most conspicuous 
feature in the portions of history with 
which we are earliest familiar, particu- 
larly in that of Greece, Rome, and Eng- 
land. But in old times this contest 
was between subjects, or some classes 
of subjects, and the government. By 
liberty was meant protection against 
the tyranny of political rulers.’ This 
struggle has been carried on for ages, 
until it has now come to be an axiom, 
universally received in civilized nations, 
that government is instituted solely for 
the good of the governed. And in the 
progress of amelioration and improve- 
ment, it has been supposed that the 
popular principle of universal suffrage, 
with frequent elections, and consequent 
responsibility of political agents, would 
effectually prevent the exercise of tyr- 
anny in governments; and this espe- 
cially when governments are instituted 
under written constitutions, with pow- 
ers limited and clearly defined therein. 
The people, through their chosen rep- 
resentatives, wielding the whole power 
of the national organization, could not 
be expected to tyrannize over them- 
selves. Experience, however, soon 
proved that the tyranny of the majority 
in popular governments is to be guard- 
ed against quite as carefully as that of 
despotic rulers in any other form of 
polity. For, says Mr. Mill, ‘ when so- 
ciety is itself the tyrant—society col- 
lectively over the individuals which 
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compose it—its means of tyrannizing 
are not restricted to the acts which it 


may do by the hands of its political 

jonaries.’ The obvious truth of 
this statement needs no elaborate at- 
tempt at illustration. In all the depart- 
ments of thought and action, of opinion 
and habit, the power of society over its 
separate members is tremendous and un- 
limited, sometimes penetrating ‘ deeply 
into the details of life, and enslaving 
the soul itself.’ It would not be diffi- 
cult for any man of intelligence and ob- 
servation to recall instances, within his 
own knowledge, in which this arbitrary 
power of the community has been most 
unjustly exerted to oppress and injure 
individuals. The injury and oppression 
have been none the less, because their 
operation has been silent, attended with 
no physical force or legal restraint, but 
reaching only the mind and heart of 
the sufferer, crushing them with the 
moral weight of unjust opprebrium, and 
torturing them with ali the ingenious 
appliances of social tyranny. 

The remedy for this sort of despotism 
——the most dangerous of all, if not the 
only danger to be feared in civilized 
communities and in liberal governments 
— is not to be found in laws or consti- 
tutions, but in the enlightened liberali- 
ty and trained habits and sentiments 
of society itself. ‘Some,’ says Mr. Mill, 
“whenever they see any good to be 
done or any evil to be remedied, would 
willingly instigate the government to 
undertake the business; while others 
prefer to bear almost any amount of so- 
cial evil, rather than to add one to the 
departments of human interests amena- 
ble to governmental control.’ And, 
upon the whole, he thinks, ‘the inter- 
ference of government is, with about 
equal frequency, improperly invoked 
and improperly condemned.’ The only 
device which Mr. Mill proposes, as the 
effectual means of counteracting this sort 
of tyranny, either political or social, is 
the establishment of a rule or principle, 
by which. the limits of authority over 
individuals shall, in both cases, be 
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strictly and philosophically defined. 
He dees not undertake to say how this 
rule is to be enforced—by what sanc- 
tions, or by what authority it can be 
made effectual for the protection of in- 
dividual rights. But as the evil to be 
remedied is one arising chiefly from the 
errors of public opinion, the corrective 
would naturally seem to be the inculca- 
tion of sound principles and just senti- 
ments, infusing them into the social 
organization, and gradually enthroning 
them in the public conscience. The 
bare announcement of truth, in a mat- 
ter of such transcendent importance, is 
an immense progress toward the goal 
of improvement. Principles, well found- 
ed and of real value, once understood, 
will eventually make their way. With 
all the errors of society, and the wrong- 
headed stubbornness and selfishness of 
humanity, with the immense obstruc- 
tive power of established interests, the 
haughty despotism of old opinions, and 
the petrified rigidity of social customs, 
the solvent energy of truth nevertheless 
will penetrate every part of the impos- 
ing fabric, and gradually undermine its 
foundations. Underlying the whole, 
there is a broad foundation for improve- 
ment; and there is a natural tendency 
in society to seize upon and appropri- 
ate good, whenever fairly exhibited to 
its view and placed within its reach. 
As embodying the general purpose 
of the author, and the principle which 
he seeks to establish, we give the fol- 
lowing passage, in his own words: 


‘ The object of this essay is to assert 
one very simple Principle, as entitled 
to govern absolutely the dealings of so- 
ciety with the individual in the way of 
compulsion and control, whether the 
means used be physical force in the 
form of legal penalties, or the moral 
coercion of public opinion. That prin- 
ciple is, that the sole end for which 
mankind are warranted, individually 
or collectively, in interfering with the 
liberty of action of any of their num- 
ber, is self-protection. That the only 
purpose for which power can be right- 

lly exercised over any member of a 
civilized community, against his will, 














to prevent harm to others. His own 
ie physical or moral, is not 
a sufficient warrant. He cannot 
fully be ae to do or forbear, be- 
cause it will be better for him to do 80, 
because it will make him happier, be- 
cause, in the opinions of others, to do 
so would be wise, oreven right. These 
are good reasons for remonstrating with 
him, or reasoning with him, or persuad- 
ing him, but not for compelling him, or 
visiting him with any evil in case he 
do otherwise. To justify that, the con- 
duct from which it is ye to deter 
him, must be calculated to produce evil 
to some one else. The ae pect of the 
conduct of any one, for which he is 
amenable to society, is that which con- 
cerns others. In the part which merely 
concerns himself, his independence is, 
of right, absolute. Over imself, over 
his own body and mind, the individual 
is sovereign.’ 


This statement has the great merit 
of being, at least, perfectly clear and 
definite. In some particular cases, the 
principle may be difficult of applica- 
tion; but in the principle itself, as de- 
fined in this passage, there is not the 
slightest uncertainty or indistinctness. 
The author is very careful, however, to 


except from its operation all persons- 


who are not in the maturity of their 
faculties, as well as all those backward 
nations who are not capable of being 
improved by free and equal discussion. 
The condition of society in which alone 
this liberal maxim will be safe and ap- 
propriate, must be that of a people so 
far elevated and 
persuasion and conviction are the 
most powerful means of improvement. 
Wherever is to be found an advanced 
civilization, with all the complex moral 
and social relations which grow out of 
it, there the necessity for physical force 
will be found to have declined. Pub- 
lic opinion will have acquired great 
authority, if not absolute control ; and 
the rights of individuals will require, 
for their protection against the over- 
powering weight of the social combina- 
tion, all those safeguards against possi- 
ble tyranny, which can only be afforded 
by the general acceptance of the liberal 
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enlightened, that . 
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principle just quoted. The social au- 
thority must be educated and restrained 


right- by its own willing recognition of indi- 


vidual rights. As the power most like- 
ly to be abused for purposes of oppres- 
sion is that of opinion and custom, too 
often operating silently and insidiously, 
the corrective is only to be applied by 
the establishment of a counteracting 
spiritual authority, in the bosom of so- 
ciety itself, at all times ready to utter 
its mandate and to proclaim the inviola- 
ble sanctity of individual liberty, with- 
in the limits fixed by enlightened rea- 
son and conscience. In the earlier 
stages of civilization, or in societies of 
more simple and primitive character, 
individual development has not reached 
the point which either requires such 
principles or admits of their applica- 
tion. The merely physical life of such 
people can hardly give rise to these 
questions: political power and actual 
force necessarily occupy the place of 
those subtle and all-pervading moral 
and social influences which prevail in 
the subsequent stages of progress. As 
men beéome more enlightened, they 
become also more capable of self-con- 
trol, and are consequently entitled to 
greater liberty of action. Sooner or 
later, the necessity for conceding it to 
the utmost limit of the principle stated, 
will be fully acknowledged. 

But it is notable that the author does 
not attempt to maintain his dogma on 
the ground of right or morality, but 
solely on that of a wise and broad util- 
ity. He foregoes all the advantage he 
might obtain in the argument by resort- 
ing to the moral considerations which 
sustain it. It is betterfor the real in- 
terests of society that individual mem- 
bers should enjoy the largest measu 
of liberty ; and if this be not equi 
to the assertion that it is also their 
right, upon the plainest morgl grounds, 
it is at least certain that the two prin- 
ciples are coincident in this case, as 
they will be found to be in all others, 
where the real interests of mankind are 
concerned. fo true is it, that what- 
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ever, in a large sense, is best for the 
permanent advantage of any society is, 
at the same time, always right and con- 
sistent with sound moral principles. 

In a matter of such vital importance 
as that of human liberty, which, in the 
language of another eminent writer, ‘ is 
the one thing most essential to the right 
development of individuals, and to the 
real grandeur of nations,’ it was neces- 
sary that its foundations should be 
made so broad, in any correct philo- 
sophical analysis of its nature, as to 
comprehend the whole field of human 
activity. Accordingly, Mr. Mill includes 
within its proper domain the three 
great departments: consciousness, or 
the internal operations of our own 
minds; will, or the external manifesta- 
tion of our thoughts and feelings in 
acts and habits ; and lastly, association, 
or codperation with others, voluntarily 
agreed upon, and not interfering with 
the rights and liberties of those who 
may choose to stand aloof from such 
combinations. In reference to the first 
of these, which asserts the undoubted 
right to enjoy our own thoughts and 
feelings, with absolute freedom of opin- 
ion on all subjects, Mr. Mill remarks 
that ‘ the liberty of expressing and pub- 
lishing opinions may seem to fall under 
a different principle, since it belongs to 
that part of the conduct of an individ- 
ual which concerns other people ; but 
being almost of as much importance as 
the liberty of thought itself, and resting 
in great part on the same reasons, is 
practically inseparable from it.’ But, 
in truth, the right of expression, which 
does not properly come under the head 
of consciousness or thought, but under 
that of will or action, is the only one 
@.of the two which at this day is of any 

ical importance. The idea of con- 
trolling thought or belief has, in effect, 
been everywhere abandoned. Indeed, 
it may be questioned whether any such 
eontrol ever has been or could have 
been exercised ; for thought itself could 
never be known except through some 
outward manifestation. It was there- 


-absolute toleration. 
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fore the expression which was punished, 
and not the inward consciousness. 
Opinions, it is true, have too often been 
the avowed ground of oppression and 
persecution. Men have been injured in 
various ways, on account of their known 
or suspected belief; even in modern 
times and in communities claiming to 
be free, political disabilities, social rep- 
robation, and the stigma of disqualifi- 
cation as witnesses have been imposed 
upon persons entertaining certain views 
on theological questions. But these 
persecutions may have compelled the 
suppression or disavowal of obnoxious 
opinions, and may have made hypo- 
crites; they never changed belief, or 
produced any other conviction than 
that of wrong and outrage. The soul 
itself is beyond the reach of any human 
authority, not to be conquered by any 
device of terror or torture. 

Difference of opinion is unfortunate- 
ly the ground of natural aversion among 
men; and it requires much enlighten- 
ment and liberal training to enable so- 
ciety to overcome this universal preju- 
dice and to inaugurate complete and 
‘In the present 
state of knowledge,’ says Buckle, the 
historian, ‘the majority of people are 
so ill informed, as not to be aware of 
the true nature of belief; they are not 
aware that all belief is involuntary and 
is entirely governed by the circum- 
stances which produce it. What we 
call the will has no power over belief, 
and consequently a man is nowise re- 
sponsible for his creed, except in so far 
as heis responsible for the events which 
gave him his creed.’ It may be doubt- 
ed whether the majority of people are 
quite so ignorant as Mr. Buckle here 
represents them; for the conflict be- 
tween beliefs is rather the result of feel- 
ing or passion than of juagment. Be- 
cause men who differ in opinion hate 
each other, it does not follow that they 
must therefore deny the right to free- 
dom of thought, or maintain that be- 
lief may be changed at will. The red 
man and the white man may cordially 
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hate each other; but it would hardly 
be accurate to say that the former de- 
nies the right of the latter to his color, 
or thinks him morally responsible for 
it. Yet men are quite as much respon- 
sible for the color of their skin as for 
the character of their honest convic- 
tions, and they have almost equal pow- 
er to control the one or the other. In 
truth, the hatred arising from conflict 
of opinion is not the offspring of 
thought, but of emotion. It is chiefly 
a derangement of the affections; not 
so much an error of the reason. The 
most unenlightened man has the innate 
conviction that he is entitled to his pe- 
culiar belief, because it is impossible for 
him to admit any other; nor is it at 
all natural or necessary that one indi- 
vidual should question the sincerity of 
another’s opinion on any subject, be- 
cause it differs from his own. Intoler- 
ance in this particular has been the re- 
sult mostly of interference and usurpa- 
tion—the consequence of that theologi- 
cal despotism to which men have, in 
some form or other, in all ages, been 
more or less subjected. 

It is not, therefore, the liberty of 
thought and belief that Mr. Mill finds 
it necessary to defend, in his exposition 
of the first division of the subject ; but 
it is only that of expression and discus- 
sion—the liberty of the press—the right 
to make known opinions upon any sub- 
ject, and to produce arguments in sup- 
port of them. In this country, it may 
be supposed to be wholly unnecessary to 
investigate this subject, inasmuch as 
the liberty of the press is here main- 
tained to the most unlimited extent. 
So far as the mere legal right is in- 
volved, this is undoubtedly true; the 
established laws interpose no impedi- 
ment to the expression and publication 
of opinions, except those indispensable 
regulations which are intended to pre- 
serve the public peace and morality, 
and to protect private character from 
wanton injury. We have no reason to 
fear any invasion of the liberty of the 
press—any political interference with 


679 


the right of free discussion—unless in 
times of great public danger, or, as Mr, 
Mill says, ‘during some temporary 
panic, when fear of insurrection drives 
ministers and judges from their pro- 
priety.’ But there is a despotism of 
society, in this country as well as else- 
where, which, independent of law or 
authority, often imposes silence on un- 
popular opinions, and suppresses all 
discussion, by means of those ten thou- 
sand appliances and expedients adopt- 
ed by communities to express displeas- 
ure and to command obedience, Even, 
however, if there were not the slightest 
evidence of intolerance in the country, 
if the rational principles of liberty were 
universally acknowledged and practised 
upon, it would still be most useful and 
interesting to follow this author in his 
admirable discussion of the subject. It 
would be a matter of no little impor- 
tance to understand the rational 
grounds on which the great and ac- 
knowledged principles of liberty are 
actually founded, and to see the perfect 
frankness and fearlessness with which 
this philosophic author follows the 
doctrine to its extreme but inevitable 
conclusions, For instance, Mr. Mill 
does not hesitate to say, ‘if all mankind 
minus one, were of one opinion, and 
only one person were of the contrary 
opinion, mankind would be no more 
justified in silencing that one person, 
than he, if he had the power, would be 
justified in silencing mankind.’ And 
this position is maintained not sole- 
ly or chiefly on the ground of injus- 
tice to the person holding the obnox- 
ious opinion, but because the forcible 
suppression of it would do even greater 
injustice to those who conscientiously 
reject it. For if the opinion be true, its 
establishment and dissemination would 
benefit mankind ; and even if it be false, 
it is equally important it should be free- 
ly made known, inasmuch as it would 
contribute to ‘the clearer perception 
and livelier impression of truth pro- 
duced by its collision with error,’ Be- 
sides, no man can certainly know that 





any opinion is true, so long as anything 
which can be said against it is not 
permitted to be presented and freely 
discussed. Liberty is the indispensable 
atmosphere of truth. Without it,-truth 
will as surely languish and die, as ani- 
mals or plants will perish without air. 
All great improvements have been ac- 
complished only through the conflicts 
of adverse opinion. Progress is change, 
and if all discussion is prohibited, 
change and improvement are impos- 
sible. Bott 

It is interesting also to see the un- 
limited scope allowed to this bold doc- 
trine, and the fearlessness with which 
it is applied to subjects usually deemed 
sacred and forbidden to all question or 
controversy. The existence of a God, 
the certainty of a future state, the truth 
of Christianity—all these are the proper 
subjects of free discussion and untram- 
melled opinion, quite as much as any 
other questions, however unimportant 
or indifferent. It becomes the devout- 
est Christian to hear discussions on 
these transcendent subjects without the 
least ill will or intolerance toward the 
adversary who may thus endeavor to 
shake his faith in those sublime truths 
which he holds indisputable and more 
sacred than all others. It is doing the 
highest possible service to the doctrines 
to attack them; for if they be sound 
and true, they will certainly survive, and 
be all the more glorious for having 
passed safely through the ordeal. 
Christianity itself was more vital and 
effective in its earlier stages, when fight- 
ing its way into existence against all 
sorts of persecutions, than it has ever 


been since in the palmicst days of its- 


power. When its doctrines are no 
longer questioned, it will cease to be a 
living spirit controlling the hearts of 
men. It will be a cold and formal. 
thing, resting on the general acqui- 
escence, but no longer exhibiting its all- 
conquering power in the active effort 
to overthrow opposing creeds. 

No genuine liberty can exist, until 
the community shall have reached that 
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elevated condition of liberality and 
wisdom which will gladly submit its 
most cherished sentiments to the anal- 
ysis of unsparing logic, and that with- 
out the least effort to punish, in any 
way, the daring attempt to undermine 
its faith. The champions of truth will 
be strengthened by the encounter with 
error ; weak and false arguments, which 
really injure truth, will give way, and 
the solid foundations of impregnable 
logic will be substituted in their place. 
It is impossible to overestimate the ser- 
vice done to a good cause, by exposing 
it fearlessly to the worst attacks of its 
enemies. ‘The fatal tendency of man- 
kind to leave off thinking about a thing 
when it is no longer doubtful, is the 
cause of half their errors. A contempo- 
rary author has well spoken of ‘the 
deep slumber of a decided opinion.’’ 
And another author enthusiastigally | 


exclaims : ‘ All hail, therefore, to those - * 


who, by attacking a truth, prevent that 
truth from slumbering. All -hail to 
those bold and fearless natures, the her- 
etics and innovators of the day, who, ‘ 
rousing men out of their lazy sleep, 
sound in their ears the tocsin and the 
clarion, and force them to come forth 
that they may do battle for their creed. 
Of all evils, torpor is the most deadly. 
Give us paradox, give us error, give us 
what you will, so that you save us from _ 
stagnation. It is the cold spirit of rou- 
tine which is the nightshade of our 
nature, It sits upon men like a blight, 
blunting their faculties, withering their 
powers, and making them both unable 
and unwilling to struggle for the truth, 
or to figure to themselves what It is 
they really believe.’ 

The chapter which Mr. Mill devotes 
to this subject—the liberty of discus- 
sion and publication—is thoroughly ex- 
haustive in its character. It presents 
the question in almost every light in 
which it is desirable to see it, and suc- 
cessfully meets every objection which 
can be made to his doctrine. For the 
first time, a logical and philosophical . 
exposition of the great principles of 

















liberty is presented to the world, and 
that too ina most readable and attrac- 
tive form. The work is calculated to 
do.immense good. It places liberty on 
a rational foundation, and dispels every 
doubt which might have been enter- 
tained by the timid, as to the safety 
and propriety of permitting free diseus- 
sion on those points of belief which are 
too often held to be beyond the domain 
of investigation and argument. We 
do not pretend, here, to give anything 
like a synopsis of the grounds assumed, 
and the reasonings adopted by the au- 
thor. A full and correct idea of these 
can only be obtained from the book it- 
self. But before leaving this part of 
the work, we cannot forbear quoting a 
passage on this subject from an essay 
by Henry Thomas Buckle. Even at 
the risk of prolonging this article be- 
yond its proper limits, we quote at 
some length, on account of the vast in- 
terest of the topic and the different no- 
tions which too generally prevail as to 
the propriety of its discussion : 


‘If they who deny the immortality 


of the-soul, could, without the. least op- . 


probrium, state in the boldest manner 
all their objections, the advocates of 
the doetrine would be obliged to recon- 
sider their own position and to aban- 
don™ its untenable points. By this 
means, that which I revere, and an 
overwhélming majority of us revere, 
as a glorious truth, would be fmmense- 
ly strengthened. It would be strength- 
ened by being deprived of those sophis- 
tical arguments which are commonly 
urged in its favor, and which give to 
its enemies an incalculable advantage. 
It would moreover be strengthened by 
that feeling of security which men have 
in their own convictions, when they 
know that everything is said against 
them which can be said, and that their 
opponents have a fair and liberal hear- 
ing. This begets a magnanimity and 
a ‘rational confidence which cannot 
otherwise be obtained. But, such re- 
sults can never happen while we are so 
timid, or so dishonest, as to impute im- 
proper motives to those who assail our 


. Teligious opinions. We may-rely upon - 


it that as long as we look upon an athe- 
istical writer as a moral offender, or 
even as long as we glance at him with 
VoL. 111.—44 
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cuptten einentiainatnntaD 
permanent danger, because < 
ing in hidden corners, it will use strata- 


gems which their secrecy will prevent 


us from g ; it will practise artifices 
to which the persecuted are forced to 
resort; it will number its concealed 


proselytes to an extent of which only 
they who have studied this painful sub- 
ject are aware; and, above all, by en- 
abling them to complain of the treat- 
ment to which they are exposed, it will 
excite the sympathy of many high and 
generous natures, who, in an open and 
manly warfare, might strive i 
them, but who, by a noble instinct, find 
themselves incapable of contending 
with any sect which is oppressed, ma- 
ligned, or intimidated.’ 

The -most interesting, and perhaps 
the most remarkable part of Mr. Mill’s 
béok, is that which he devotes to in- 
dividuality as one of the elements of 
well being. Having very fully dis- 
cussed the question of liberty in* - 
thought and expression—the right of 
controlling one’s own mind, and of 
making known its conclusions—he pro- 
ceeds to apply the same principle to 
the conduct and whole scheme of hu- 
man life, maintaiging that every man 
ought to be entirely free to act accord 
ing to his own taste and judgment in 
all matters which concern only himself. 
The sole condition or limitation which 
society may rightfully impose upon the 
eccentricities of individuals, is the equal 
right of all others to be unmolested and 
unobstructed in their occupations and. 
enjoyments. Every man is endowed with 
faculties, capacities, and dispositions 
peculiar to himself, there being quite 
as much diversity in the mental charac- 
ter of men as in their physical appear- 
ance. It is this infinite diversity of 
thought and feeling, as much perhaps 
as anything else, which distinguishes 
man from the lower animals. It is of 
the utmost importance to the progress 
of society, for it is only by departing 
from the common path, and pursuing 
new and untried modes of existence 
and action, that improvements are 
gradually made. If there were no dis- 
position on the part of individuals to 








deviate from the ordinary customs 
which have descended from generation 
to generation, it is evident there would 
never be any important change in the 
modes of human life nor in the institu- 
tions of mankind, and if there could be 
any improvement at all, it would be 
extremely slow and unimportant. ‘It is 
the peculiarities of individuals which 
alone can furnish the points of depar- 
ture for new modes of action and new 
plans of life. Hence it is not less the 
right of individuals than it is the in- 
terest of the race that every one should 
not only be permitted, but should even 
be encouraged to follow the dictates of 
his own genius, with the most perfect 
and unlimited freedom consistent with 
the peace and security of other men. 
Each one of the numberless buds on a 
full-grown tree is the germ of another 
individual precisely similar to the one 
from which it is taken. But if new 
trees are propagated from these buds, 
they will exhibit not the slightest di- 
versity in character from that of the 
parent stock. It is only from the seed, 
original centres of vitality and individ- 
uality that new varieties are produced 
and improvements obtained either in the 
flower or the fruit. So in human so- 
ciety: if each life is only an offshoot 
from the main body—a mere bud from 
the parent tree—with no diversities in 
character, and no salient points of ori- 
ginal activity, it is evident that men 
would remein substantially the same 
from generation to generation, and so- 
ciety would stand still forever. Such, 
it is well known, is the case in those 
Eastern nations in which a rigid system 
of caste prevails, the same positions and 
occupations descending from father to 
son, without the possibility of one gen- 
eration escaping from the fatal routine 
to which its predecessor was subjected. 
Hence it is that Mr. Mill, with great 
aie insists that ‘there should 
be different experiments in living,’ and 
“that the worth of different modes of 
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continues, ‘ where not the person's own 
character, but the traditions and cus- 
toms of other people are the rule of 
conduct, there is wanting one of the 
principal ingredients of human happi- 
ness, and quite the chief ingredient of 
— and social progress,’ Un- 
do y, that man who acts in con- 
formity with his own nature and dispo- 
sition, if they do not misl¢ad and) be- 
tray him, will have greater satisfaction 
and enjoyment than he who is eon- 
strained by the opinions or authority 
of others to pursue courses not con- 
formable ‘ to his! taste ahd judgment. 
That which men naturally incline to 
undertake and ardently desire to ac- 
complish, is usually that which they 
are best fitted to do, and which will 
give the most appropriate exercise to 
their peculiar faculties. It is evidently 
the general interest that every individ- 
ual in society should be employed in 
that peculiar work which he can best 
perform. More will be effected, with 
less dissatisfaction and suffering. And 
obviously, no better mode can be ‘de- 
vised to put every man to the thing for 
which he is capacitated by nature, than 
to give full scope to his individuality, 
under the multiplied and powerful in- 
fluences which liberal education and 
elevated society are calculated to exert 
in impelling him forward. The effect 
will be not only to do more for society 
as a whole, but to make superior men 
by means of self-education. ‘He who 
does anything because it is the custom, 
makes no choice. He gains no practice 
either in discerning or desiring what 
is best. The mental and moral, like the 
muscular powers, are improved only by 
being used. The faculties are called 
into no exercise by doing a thing mere- 
ly because others do it, no more than 
by believing a thing only because others 
relieve it.) If the grounds of an opin- 


on are not conclusive to a person’s own 





ned, but is likely to be weakened by 


pes his reason cannot be strength- 


life should be proved practically, when / adopting it: and if the inducements to 
anyone thinks fit to try them ;’ for,he | an act are not such as are consentaneous 
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to his own feelings and character 
(where affection or the rights of others 
are not concerned), it is so much done 
toward rendering his feelings and char- 
acter inert and torpid, instead of active 
and energetic.’ 

Against these views, and, indeed, 
against the great body of valuable 
thoughts so admirably presented in this 
work, no rational objection would seem 
to be fairly adducible. But there are 
some very striking passages liable to 
a very different criticism — passages 
which, if not founded on actual mis- 
conception of facts, are, at least, so ex- 
aggerated in statemént as to require 
very material modifications, both as to 
the existence of the evil they allege 
and the remedy they propose. Mr. Mill 
complains of the despotism of society 
as having utterly suppressed all spon- 
taneity or individuality, and reduced 
the mass of mankind to a condition of 
lamentable uniformity. He thinks this 
evil has not only gone to a dangerous 
extent already, but that it threatens a 
still further invasion of individual lib- 
erty with even greater disasters in its 
train. It is better, however, to let Mr. 
Mill speak for himself in the following 
passages : 


‘But society has now fairly got the 
better of individuality ; and the danger 
which threatens human nature is not 
the excess but the deficiency of per- 
sonal impulses and preferences.’ * * * 

‘In our times, from the highest class 
of society down to the lowest, every 
one lives as under the eye of a hostile 
and dreaded censorship” * * * 

‘Ido not mean that they choose what 
is customary, in preference to what 
suits their inclination. It does not oc- 
cur to them to have any inclination ex- 
cept for what is customary. Thus the 
mind itself is bowed to the yoke; even 
in what people do for pleasure, con- 
formity is the first thing thought of; 
they like in crowds; they exercise 
choice only among things commonly 
done ; uliarity of taste, eccentricity 
of conduct, are shunned equally with 
crimes ; until by dint of not following 
their own nature they have no nature 
to follow; their human capacities are 


withered and starved ; they become in- 
capable of = | strong wishes or native 
pleasures, and are y without 
either opinions or feelings of home 
growth or properly their own.’ 


And ‘80, speaking of men of genius as 
being less capable than other persons 
‘of fitting themselves, without hurtful 
compression, into any of the small num- 
ber of moulds which society provides in 
order to save its members the trouble 
of forming their own character,’ he con- 
tinues : 

‘If they are of a strong character 
and break their fetters, they become a 
mark for the society which has not 
succeeded in reducing them to com- 
monplace, to point at with solemn 
warning, avert ‘erratic,’ and the 
Tike junc as if one should complain 
“or the Niagara river for not flowing 
smoothly between its banks like a 
Dutch canal.’ 


Mr. Buckle also bears testimony to 
the same effect in the following lan- 
guage : 

‘The immense mass of mankind are 
in es to their usages, in a state of 
social slavery ; each man being bound 
under heavy penalties, to conform to 
the standard of life common to his own 
class. How serious these penalties are, 
is evident from the fact that though 
innumerable persons complain of pre- 
vailing customs, and wish to shake 
them off, they dare not do so, but con- 
tinue to practise them, though fre- 
quently at the expense of health, com- 
fort, and fortune. Men not cowards 
in other respects, and of a fair share of 
moral courage, are afraid to rebel 
against this grievous and exacting 
tyranny.’ 

Now, we are decidely. of opinion 
that the expressions used by both these 
eminent writers are altogether tvo 
strong. We think it is true, both in 
Europe and America, that whenever 
the masses of society recognize a man 
of real genius, they are ever ready to 
welcome him with all his peculiarities— 
not merely to overlook his ordinary 
eccentricities, but to pardon grave 
offences against morality, and even to 
imitate his errors. It may well be that 
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the multitude are not quick to distin- 
guish superiority; though with the 
proper information and opportunity of 
judging, they seldom fail instinctively 
to appreciate great qualities, especially 
if these be such as relate to practical 
life, or artistic development, rather 


«<dhan to abstract and speculative science. 


j 


Men addicted to pursuits of the latter 
kind, make their merits known more 
slowly; but when they are known, 
they command unbounded respect in 
society. 

© The real difficulty, unfortunately, is, 


/ that the vast majority of men are not 


gifted with marked individuality, or 
great genivs. They do not break 


oAcey-+hrough the.trammels of custom, not so 


; 
| 


} 


much because these trammels are strong, 
as~because their impulses are weak. 
Whenever a man of real energy appears, 
the crowd separates before him, the 
cobwebs of custom are brushed away 
as he advances, and the world receives 
him very generally for what he is 
worth, and too often for more. That 
impostors and pretenders frequently 
succeed in deceiving society, is owing 
to the fact that it is ever anxious and 
ready to receive and reward its bene- 
factors. 

~~ But even Mr. Mill himself recognizes 
the wisdom of paying due deference to 
the experience of mankind, and of con- 
sidering established customs as prima 
JSacie good, and proper to be followed. 
He admits ‘that people should be so 


/ ‘taught and trained in youth, as to 


know and benefit by the ascertained 
results of human experience,’ and that 
‘the traditions and customs of other 
people are, to a certain extent, evidence 


\.of what their experience has taught 


them ; presumptive evidence, and as 
tuch, have a claim to his deference.’ 
From all which, it is plain that there 
is a just medium between what is rec- 
ognized and established, and what is 
newly proposed as a substitute for the 
~@ld. The masses of mankind are inca- 
pable of judging between the value of 
prevailing usages and novel practices ; 
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much less are they capable themselves 
of striking out new paths fit to be fol- 
lowed by their fellow men. The true 
difficulty then is the want of energetic 
individuality and original genius, 
rather than the want of a field for the 
exhibition of their power, or an oppor- 
tunity for their exertion. It cannot be 
denied, however, that there is « certain 
inertia in society, requiring no little 
exertion to.overcome it, even in the 
case of unquestionable improvements. 
But this is unavoidable,-and at the 
same time most fortunate for the safety 
of mankind; for otherwise, we should 
be subjected to perpetual changes and 
sudden convulsions, which would make 
even progress itself a doubtful good. 
There is also another important as- 
pect in which this question may be 
advantageously considered. No one 
doubts that codperation in society con- 
tributes vastly to the increase of human 
power, production, and happiness. 
Unanimity in sentiment promotes har- 
mony, and contributes to prosperity. 
Nor will it be denied that if truth 
could be certainly attained upon any 
point whatever, it would be desirable 
that it should be universally recognized 
and accepted. Undoubtedly, ifany man 
in the community should be disposed 
to dispute that truth, he ought to be 
permitted freely to do so; but we can- 
not sce that this opposition would be 
better than his acquiescence. Now, 
the problem is to reconcile the degree 
of unanimity and codperation which is 
requisite for the full exertion of social 
power, with that amount of individu- 
ality which would be useful in promo- 
ting a progressive change. Spontaneity 
or originality is disintegrating in its 
immediate tendency. It disturbs the 
order of society, though, in the end, on 
the whole, it is advantageous. Thus 
we have the tenacity of old habits and 
prevailing sentiments on the one hand, 


‘tending to the harmony of society, and 
venabling all its members to codperate 
‘in the great works which make com- 


munities powerful. On the other hand, 


7 
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we have the sporadic and disturbing 
efforts of individual genius, ever seeking 
to withdraw the social current into new 
channels, and eventually, through many 
trials, errors, failures, and triumphs, al- 
luring and leading it into better paths. 
It is not good for society that either of 
these conflicting forces should gain the 
decided ascendency ; nor do we believe 
with Mr. Mill, that the preponderance 
at the present time belonys to the for- 
mer. 

As to the influence of fashion, which 
is evidently alluded to in the passages 
quoted, that plainly stands on a differ- 
ent and peculiar footing. It has a 
double power to enforce its decrees, 
The one is economical and commercial 
—the power of capital to control pro- 
ductions, and the advantages of produ- 
cing largely after a few forms or pat- 
terns ; the other is the social or psycho- 
logical influence—the natural sympa- 
thy among men which induces unifor- 
mity of dress and habit. Extravagant 
excess often rules. Yet there is never 
wanting in the public of all civilized 
countries, a disposition to adopt im- 
provements when they contribute to 
the general convenience, economy, and 
happiness; and we believe, on the 


whole, the tendency is to become _more 
and more rational every day. "Bahia 


a certain degree of uniformity is de-) 
sirable in this as in all other things.’ 


No little loss and inconvenience would 
ensue if the fancies of every individual 
were permitted to run riot, and no 
man’s taste were modified by that of 
his neighbor, or controlled by the gen- 
eral inclination. It is impossible to 
conceive the motley and discordant 
mass which a community of such peo- 
ple would present. , 

The bearing of these social phenome- 
na in other directions and upon other in- 
terests, is the subject of equal condem- 
nation by the author. The effect upon 
government, and the general tendency 
of the democratic principle, are repre- 
sented in such highly colored pictures 
as these : 
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‘In sober truth, whatever homage 
may be professed, or even paid to real 
or sup mental superiority, the 
general tendency of things throughout 
the world is to render mediocrity the 
ascendant power among mankind. 

* * Siting * 

‘ At present, individuals are lost in 
the crowd. In politics it is almost a 
triviality to say that public opinion 
rules the world. The only power de- 
serving the name is that of masses, and 
of governments, while they make them- 
selves the organ of the tendencies and 
instincts of masses. This is as true in 
the moral and social relations of pri- 
vate life as in public transactions. 
Those whose opinions go by the name 
of public opinions, are not always the 
same sort of public; in America they 
are the whole white peeeetions in 
England, chiefly the middle class. But 
they are always a mass, that is to say, 
collective mediocrity. 


* * * * * 


‘ Their thinking is done for them by 
one mind like themselves, addressing 
them or g in their name, on the 
spur of the moment, through the news- 

apers. I do not assert that anything 

tter is compatible, as a general rule, 
with the present low state of the hu- 
man mind. But that does not hinder 
the government of mediocrity from 
being mediocre government. No gov- 
ernment by a democracy or a numerous 
aristocracy, either in its political acts, 
or in the opinions, qualities, and tone 
of mind which it fosters, ever did or 
could rise above mediocrity, except in 
so far as the sovereign many may have 
let themselves be ided (which in 
their best times they have . always 
done) by the counsels and influence of 
a more highly gifted and instructed 
One or Few. The initiation of all wise 
or noble things comes and must come 
from individuals; generally at_ first 
from some one individual.’ 

In all this there is too much 
truth ; but it is truth which is wholly 
unavoidable. Nor are the circum- 
stances complained of peculiar to the 
present age, or to the institutions which 
now generally prevail. Democratic 
and representative forms of government 
have so degenerated, as to fail in the 
vital point of bringing the best and 
ablest men to the control of affairs, 








But has any more despotic or heredi- 
tary form been equally successful, in 
the long run, in promoting the freedom, 
progress, and grandeur of nations? Is 
the mediocrity of a whole people more 
injurious to humanity than the preca- 
rious superiority of distinguished fami- 
lies, or the selfish power of haughty 
privileged classes? One important 
consideration seems to be overlooked 
by Mr. Mill in these one-sided views of 
the present condition of society; and 
that is, the comparatively greater ele- 
vation and improvement of the whole 
mass of civilized communities ; and the 
question is suggested, whether humani- 
ty is more interested in the mediocre 
power of the. millions, or the excep- 
tional greatness of a few men of extra- 
ordinary genius ; whether the influence 
of individual originality is actually lost 
to the world, because it is apparently 
overshadowed by the moderate intelli- 
gence of the countless masses of men. 
We maintain that the loss of this influ- 
ence is not real, but merely apparent : 
like some great wave in the boundless 
ocean, it seems to sink into the quict 
surface, while in truth its effects are 
necessarily felt on the shores of the 
most distant continents and islands. 
Society, at the present time, is in a state 
of transition ; it is engaged in absorb- 
ing ideas and influences which seem 
utterly to disappear in its fathomless 
depths, while it is simply preparing 
for higher exertions and nobler con- 
quests over ignorance and tyranny. 
One thing at least may be said with 
obvious truth, and with certainty of 
large compensation for the evils sup- 
posed to exist in the present condition 
of society, as represented by Mr. Mill ; 
it is this: if public opinion is so om- 
nipotent in the enforcement of mediocre 
schemes and ideas, it can bring to bear 
a vast fund of power, whenever real 
us may be so fortunate as to make 
itself felt and respected. No man hav- 
ing any faith in humanity, not even Mr. 
Mill himself, will deny the power of 
' individual genius to make its impres- 
sion even on the mediocre masses; for 
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that would be to deny the essential 
nature and efficiency of originality, and 
its capacity to accomplish the work 
which it is destined to do for the bene- 
fit of mankind. Actual conditions at 
the present moment, may possibly place 
unusual obstructions in the way of ge- 
nius; though the entire freedom and 
accessibility of the press would seem 
to negative that view. At any rate, it 
follows from*the very premises of Mr. 
Mill and those who think with him, 
that the actual organization of society, 
of which he complains, if it can be 
wielded in the interest of great ideas, 
is possessed of an authority which will 
make its decrees irresistible. In this 
fact we see ground of hope, rather than . 
of despair, for the future of mankind. 
Mediocrity cannot always hold the 
reins and direct the progress of human 
society. 

In his work on representative gov- 
ernment, Mr. Mill fully recognizes the 
operation of free institutions as ‘an 
agency of national education ;’ and he 
well says, ‘a representative constitution 
is a means of bringing the general 
standard of intelligence and honesty 
existing in the community, and the indi- 
vidual intellect and virtue of its wisest 
members more directly to bear upon 
the government, and investing them 
with greater influence in it than they 
would have under any other mode of 
organization.’ It cannot be otherwise. 
The masses are gradually rising in in- 
telligence, as well as in the capacity 
and disposition to recognize and re- 
ceive real superiority wherever it may 
be found. Certain cumbrous machinery 
heretofore used in social and political 
action, now stands in the way of free 
and efficient efforts to reach the best 
results. But these impedimets will 
soon be swept away. They cannot re- 
main eternally in the path of society ; 
for, if by no other means, they will be 
removed by the flood of discontent and 
denunciation which now surges violent- 
ly against them, and threatens them 
every instant with demolition and de- 
struction. 





CLOUD AND SUNSHINE. 


A pusky vapor veils the sky, 
And darkens on the dewy slopes ; 
Chill airs on rustling wings flit by, 
Sad as the sigh o’er buried hopes: 
I tread the cloistered walk alone, 
Between the shadow and the light, 
While from the church tower thronging down 
Pale phantoms greet the coming night. 


My heart swells high with scorn and hate 
At social fictions, narrow laws 
By which the few maintain their state, 
\ ‘ And build us out with golden bars : 
‘She wears a careless smile,’ I said, 
‘ And regal jewels on her brow ; 
Those queenly lips, ere now, have made 
Rare mockery of her broken vow. 


‘ And what was I.—to touch that heart ? 

Only a poet, made to pour 

Love’s silver phrase with subtle art 
In tides of music at her door. 

What though she bore a brightened blush, 
As if the echo linger’d long? 

Even so she listens to the thrush 
That thrills the air with eddying song. 


* How sweet, on summer-scented morns, 
To hear through all our lingering walk, 
As soft as dew on fragrant lawns, 
The wandering music of her talk ! 
Ah !. dreaming heart, that asked no more 
When dower’d with that o’erflowing smile : 
Ah! foolish heart, to linger o’er 
The memories that can still beguile.’ 


I paused. On distant breezes borne, 
A silken stir floats slowly by, 
And from the clouds a silver dawn 
Breaks through the vapor-shrouded sky ; 
The cloister’d walk is paved with light, 
And bathed in crystal beams she stands: 
No jewels crown her presence bright, 
A single rose is in her hands. 

















‘ Ia there Anything in It?’ 


‘Oh! fair white rose,’ she softly said, 
‘Make peace between my love and me; 
Lest from my life the colors fade, 
And leave me faint and pale like thee : 
Tell him that dearer is the flower 
Once honored by his poet hand, 
Than ermined rank, and princely power, 
With any noble in the land.’ 


Then soft as rose-leaf on my brow 
A sudden kiss comes floating down, 
On wings as light as angels know, 
And crowns me with a kingly crown. 
And banish’d by a touch divine, 
Filed all the memories of pain ; 
I clasped the pleading hands in mine, 
And told her all my love again. 


The pale mist like an incense cloud 
From some great altar drifts away, 
In silvery fullness o’er us flows 
The glory of a pallid day. 
Amid the opening buds of hope 
I smile at half-forgotten fears ; 
For love, I said, grows holier still 
And purer through baptismal tears. 


‘IS THERE ANYTHING IN IT?’ 


‘A true bill. —Smaxspzare. 


I usEp to be ‘ verdant’ in the art of 
legislation. A short time since I paid 
my initiation fee, and learned the mys- 
tery. Itis true I had heard much of 
legislative corruption, and had often 
seen paragraphs relating thereto in the 
newspapers, but I looked upon them as 
political squibs, put forth by the ‘ outs’ 
in revenge for the defeat of their party 
schemes. Here let me stoutly assert 
that I cannot testify of my own knowl- 
edge to any instance of legislative cor- 
ruption. Mem: This declaration is 
imtended to save me from being called 


before any of the numerous investi- 
gating committees, which, like the 
schoolmaster, are abroad just now. 
At the same time I propose to relate 
in brief terms how I was initiated, 
and the reader may rest assured that it 
is ‘an ower true tale.’ 

In the winter of 186-, not very long 
ago, you will perceive, the corporation 
of which I was a member found it im- 
portant to obtain some legislation 
which would be very serviceable to 
_those concerned. I was selected to go 
to Harrisburg, to see the members of 
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the Legislature individually, and m- 
quest them, if there was nothing objec- 
tionable in the bill, to vote for it. I 
had no doubt but that my reasons would 
prove satisfactory, especially as our 
business was of a nature to essentially 
contribute to, the development of the 
mineral and agricultural resources of the 
State. With these honest and innocent 
ideas of legislation, I started on my 
mission. On arriving at the capitol, I 
called on our immediate member, Mr. 
Jones, who, if his own professions were 
to be trusted, was anxious to do all he 
could to promote the object of my vis- 
it. He was an old member, and ‘ knew 
the ropes.’ From him I had every rea- 
son to expect aid in procuring the pas- 
sage of my bill. His room was at a 
hotel, where a large number of the 
members of both houses boarded, and 
he knew them all. Of course, it was a 
very proper place for me to take rooms. 
I accompanied Jones to the gentlemen’s 
sitting room in the evening, where he 
introduced me to many of his fellow 
legislators, at the same time hinting to 
them that I might have a bill of some 
importance for them to consider. In 
one or two instances, I noticed that 
knowing glances were exchanged be- 
tween Jones and those to whom he in- 
troduced me. On one occasion a mem- 
ber called him aside, and, after some 
other conversation, in a low tone, said: 
‘ Is there anything in it?’ The remark 
was so decidedly foreign to anything 
that could refer to my bill, that I con- 
cluded that it related to some rumor 
that was floating about without any 
certainty of its truth. 

During the next day, I employed 
myself in listening to the debates and 
watching the course of business in the 
House. It was all new to me, and, of 
course, very interesting. While seated 
in the lobby, a middle-aged man of 
short stature, dark whiskers, and limping 
gait, whom I had heard designated as 
‘ Sheriff,” and who appeared to have no 
visible means of support in Harrisburg, 
except his cane, carelessly dropped into 


a seat by my side, and engaged in com- 
monplace conversation. He soon ap- 
proached a more business-like matter, 
and said he had understood I was in- 
terested in some local legislation which 
would come before*the House. I 
told him that I had charge of a bill 
which I should endeavor to have 
passed. ‘It requires some tact and 
experience,’ said he, ‘to engineer a bill 
through such a House as this;’ and he 
ended this preliminary conversation by 
asking the same mysterious question I 
had heard the night previous, viz.: 
‘ Is there anything in it?’ I answered 
that I hoped there would be something 
in it, if it passed, for the parties interest- 
ed, as it would enable us to develop 
certain matters of interest to the State, 
as well as to make a profit for the stock- — 
holders. ‘If? said he, ‘it is a bill of 
such importance, you ought to have 
some man of experience to assist you in 
putting it through.’ I assured him 
that ‘ our member’ was a man of expe- 
rience, and would stand by me, and be 
ready and willing to impart any in- 
struction that might be necessary. 
The answer I received was a sarcastic 
smile, and the ‘ Sheriff” left. 

I continued to watch the course of 
legislation for a few days, and soon 
discovered that I was the object of con- 
siderable interest to a number of out- 
siders. Whenever I entered the lobby, 
the ‘Sheriff’ and several gentlemen, 
who were always in his company, 
would cast their cyes in the direction 
of my seat, and then confer together. 
They seemed to keep a strict watch on 
my movements. At last, when an op- 
portunity offered, I asked Jones what 
this ‘Sheriff’ was doing about the 
House. ‘ He seemsto have no business, 
and is constantly watching the proceed- 
ings of both Houses, vibrating between 
them like an animated pendulum,’ said 
I. ‘Oh, said Jones, ‘he is a member 
of the Third House!’ Here was a new 
thing to me. I evidently had not 
learned all the machinery of legislating. 
I asked for an explanation, and soon 








learned that the ‘Third House’ consist- 
ed of old ex-members of either House 
or Senate, broken-down politicians, 
professional borers, and other vagrants 
who had made themselves familiar with 
the modus operartdi of legislation, and 
who negotiated for the votes of mem- 
bers on terms to be agreed upon by the 
contracting parties—in short, these 
were the Lobby members of the Legis- 
lature—a portion of mankind which I 
had never heard mentioned in terms 
other than contempt and disgust. 
Was I then to become familiar with 
these leeches—these genteel loafers, 
who, having no apparent business, yet 
manage to live at the best hotels, drink 
the best of wines, and go home at the 
end of the session with more money than 
any of the honest members? The sequel 
will show. 

After waiting a week, I became impa- 
tient at the want of interest on the part 
of Jones in my bill, which so materially 
concerned a large number of his con- 
stituents. He, better than any other 
member, knew how much our company 
was doing for the development of the 
country, the furnishing of employment 
for laborers, and the increase of taxable 
inhabitants. He knew that not a man 
in the county had an objection to urge, 
or a remonstrance to present against our 
proposition. Why, then, did he not 
take my ready-drawn bill and present 
it without any further delay ? 

Jones was a memBer of the commit- 
tee on corporations, and was said to 
have much influence in that important 
vestibule to the temple whence cor- 
porate privileges issue. He might, then, 
if so disposed, soon have my bill 
through that committee. I determined 
to bring the matter to a point at once, 
and cut short my board bill by a speedy 
presentation of my legislative bill, or 
obtain the unequivocal refusal of ‘ our 
member’ to act. I had spent one Sun- 
day in Harrisburg, and did not wish to 
suffer another infliction of the kind, if 
any effort of mine could avoid it. On 
Monday the House did not meet until 





‘ Is there Anything in It?’ 


three o’clock, as those members who 
live within a few hours’ ride of the capi- 
tal always wish to go home, and an- 
other class wish to spend Saturday and 
Sunday in Philadelphia, enjoying the 
various hospitalities of the city of Broth- 
erly Love, and the superior facilities for 
religious instruction, of which legisla- 
tors generally stand in great need. 
These two parties combine, and have 
no difficulty in adjourning over from 
Friday noon to Monday evening. 

At the meeting of the House, I was 
promptly on hand, and at once attacked 
Jones. I handed him my bill, drawn 
in due form, saying : 

‘Mr. Jones, I have been here a week, 
and have made no progress in the busi- 
ness for which I came. I am anxious 
to be at home attending to other duties. 
I propose to leave the bill in your hands, 
and depend upon you to see it through. 
There seems to be no necessity of my 
being detained longer, for I cannot 
hasten the matter. There cannot be 
the slightest objection, I presume, to 
its passage, when once introduced.’ 

Jones saw that I was becoming im- 
patient, and seemed to be entirely satis- 
fied that I should be quite so; and he 
informed me that the chief difficulty 
would be in passing it through the 
committee on corporations. The bills 
referred to that committee, he said, 
were always scrutinized very closely, 
and it would need some engineering. 
He clapped his hands, and called a 
page to his seat, whispered a few words 
to him, when he, like Puck, darted off 
on his errand. Jones then turned to 
me, and renewed the conversation. I 
soon saw the veritable Third House 
‘ Sheriff, whom I have described, ap- 
proaching us. ‘Our member’ then 
handed him the bill, saying : 

‘My friend here is very desirous of 
pushing his bill through. Do you 
think there will be any difficulty about 
it?’ 

I could not see the propriety of con- 
sulting this Third House borer, espe- 
cially as he was a total stranger to me, 
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The ‘ Sheriff’ looked wise a short time, 
and then said : 

‘ Well’ (addressing his conversation 
to me), ‘ you know that we have all 
kinds of men to deal with here, and 
some of them will pay no attention to 
a bill, however meritorious, if there is 
nothing in it—I mean, if it brings no 
money to their pockets. It is very 
lamentable that such is the case, but 
long experience has taught me that no 
bill of as much importance as yours, 
can get through here, without the aid 
of money.’ 

I was dumb with indignation! The 
flood of legislative light thus suddenly 
shed upon my unsophisticated mental 
vision, was too dazzling for me. I re- 
plied, when I could command my voice, 
with some very severe animadversions 
on bribery and corruption, with which 
the ‘Sheriff’ and Jones expressed a 
hearty agreement, but they said we 
must take men as we find them, and 
deal with them accordingly, or do 
without what we knew to be our just 
dues; and the ‘ Sheriff’ hobbled away, 
and took a seat in the lobby. I left 
Jones with a determination to go over 
to the Senate and consult with the Sen- 
ator from our district, and ascertain 
whether he entertained the same views 
of necessary appliances for legislation, 
as did my friends of the Second and 
Third Houses, Our Senator was avery 
sedate man, who had a reputation for 
honesty and piety, equalled only by 
that of Jones himself. I explained my 
business, showed him my bill, and he 
read it carefully through. On handing 
it back to me, he said, quietly : 

‘If there is anything in it, it will pass 
without much opposition. If not, it 
will hardly go through the House. 
There is a Ring formed over there, 
which will prevent any legislation of 
this kind, unless it is well paid for.’ 

Here was another legislative. idiom ! 
‘The Ring.’ What did that mean? I 
was not long kept in ignorance, for I 
soon learned that it was a combination 
of members who had agreed to vote for 
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no bill unless approved by them, and 
not only approved, but well paid for. 
It was easy for twenty or thirty indi- 
viduals to control all important legisla- 
tion in this way, by casting their votes 
for one side or the ofher. This ring is 
always in alliance with the Third 
House, and always in market, as I 
learned by my brief experience. 
Satisfied that I must go about the 
business of legislation as I would any 
other purchase, I began to figure up the 
profit and loss account, to see how much 
fleecing we could stand, and make the 
bill profitable to ourselves. I returned 
to Jones to ascertain, if possible, if he 
was in the ring, and how much money 
it would require to get my bill through. 
He at once and most emphatically dis- 
claimed all knowledge of the ring, and 
could not tell at all, how much money 
would be needed. He advised me to go 
to my Third House friend, the ‘ Sheriff,’ 
who was posted up in such matters, 
and I concluded to act on his sugges- 
tion. The ‘ Sheriff’s’ advice was of a 
very practical nature. He thought it 
might take $3,000 to get it through— 
perhaps $5,000 for both House and 
Senate. It seemed a sheer piece of 
robbery and corruption, and I delayed 
further action until I could write to 
the directors of our corporation, and 
state the case to them. This delayed 
me another week. When the answer 
came, it enclosed a check for $5,000, 
with directions to ‘ buy the scoundrels, 
if they were for sale, like dogs in the 
market.’ On the day after I received 
the check, I went to the House, deter- 
mined to make the best terms I could 
among those who followed legislation 
as a trade and made merchandise of 
their votes. Jones thought $2,000 
would get it through the committee on 
corporations, and if I would hand him 
that amount he would manage it as 
economically as possible. He insisted 
that he did not wish anything for him- 
self. He would scorn to accept a cent 
for his influence, and would feel ever- 


lastingly disgraced to take a farthing 








from a constituent. He was only anx- 
ious to serve me and have me fleeced 
as little as possible. Of course, I be- 
lieved him. In proof of my confidence, 
I immediately handed over $2,000 to 
his custody, in éonvenient packages 
for distribution. The same day my 
bill was read in place and referred to 
the committee on corporations! This 
was on Tuesday. On Thursday I was 
at the seat of Jones, when he reported 
the bill from his committee. As he 
took it from his desk, a small strip of 
paper was dropped upon the floor. It 
seemed to have been accidentally folded 
in the bill. It was, beyond all ques- 
tion, accidentally dropped. I picked 
it up, not knowing but that it might 
be of some importance. As he was re- 
porting various bills, I looked at the 
slip-of paper. The title of my bill was 
at the head, or immediately following 
the words, ‘In committee,’ and below 
were eight names, foremost of which 


was that of ‘our member.’ The names 
and figures were as follows : 
Jones, $125 | McGee, $125 
Smith, 125 | McMurphy, 125 
Baker, 125 | Grabup, 125 
Van Dunk, 125 | Holdum, 125 





Am’t received by Jones, $1,000 

I folded this interesting morceau, and 
placed it in my pocket. I was greatly 
surprised to see the name of Jones down 
for $125, when he had so positively de- 
clared that he did not want a cent; 
but I was happy to find that he had 
expended only $1,000 to get it through 
the committee. When he took his 
seat, I asked him if he had any diffi- 
culty in passing the bill through the 
committee? He said he had a little. 
The members thought $2,000 rather a 
small ‘divy’ (the legislative commer- 
cial phrase for dividend) for such a 
bill; but he induced them to let it go 
through for that sum. I could not but 
remember that little memorandum in 
my pocket, which only exhibited a dis- 
tribution of half that amount, including 
one eighth of the sum to‘ Jones.’ It 
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looked very much as if his fellow com- 
mittee men had been sold as well as 
bought, and that he had quietly pock- 
eted $1,125 in the operation. How- 
ever, I said nothing, but concluded that 
I was fast being initiated into the 
mysteries of honorable legislation. I 
must now wait to see if my money 
would hold out to carry the bill 
through, provided Jones continued to 
be the financial agent, and continued 
to make a fifty per cent. dividend for 
himself before disbursing to his fellows. 
I thought his course did not look like 
‘honor among thieves.’ 

After the bill was reported, my friend, 
the ‘ Sheriff,’ came to congratulate me 
on such prompt action by the commit- 
tee, and hoped I would be as successful 
with the ring on the floor of the House. 
I told him that he seemed to be well 
posted on such matters, and I would 
like to retain him as my counsellor in 
the case. With that characteristic 
modesty which adheres to a veteran 
member of the Third House, who has 
served fifteen winters in the lobby, he 
protested his want of ability to manage 
such matters; but concluded that, if I 
really desired it, he would assist me all 
in his power. I insisted that he was 
just the man, and must stand by me. 
We immediately entered into negotia- 
tions. I was to place my remaining 
$3,000 in his hands, and he would use 
such portions of it as would be neces- 
sary to secure the ring in both branches 
of the Legislature. He would disburse 
as little as possible, and return me what 
nemained, out of which I could pay 
him what I thought proper for his ser- 
vices. As he was well acquainted with 
nearly all the members, I had no doubt 
of his ability to carry it through, for it 
was just that kind of a bill that no 
valid objection could be raised against. 
Jones, who had proved by his acts how 
entirely disinterested he was in all his 
efforts in my behalf, told me that there 
need be no fear of the ‘ Sheriff,’ and he 
(Jones) would be responsible for a fair 
account of the disbursement of the 
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money. I could have no suspicion of 
Jones’s honesty and fair dealing after 
my previous experience ; so, in presence 
of our honest member, I handed over 
the $3,000. Soon after this, I saw the 
‘Sheriff’ and Jones figuring earnestly 
together, afd then go and consult with 
several members, who I supposed were 
in the ring. It would be ungenerous 
to suppose that Jones would receive 
money for voting for a bill to improve 
his own county, and he was undoubt- 
edly doing all he could without com- 
pensation, while entirely conscious that 
others were being paid. My readers 
will be as ready to adopt this opinion 


as myself after what I have already re-* 


corded of him. Private bill day came, 
and mine was on the calendar. I must 
confess to a little palpitation when I 
heard the title read. I was made anx- 
ious and indignant, when a member 
from Philadelphia started to his feet, 
and said : 

*I object to that bill.’ 

Jones trusted the member would not 
insist on his objection to that purely 
local bill. It was no use, the objection 
was adhered to. When business pro- 
ceeded again, Jones went to the object- 
ing member, who sat near where I stood 
anxiously watching the proceedings. 
Jones spoke to him warmly, when the 
other retorted with : 

* Well, if there is anything in it, I will 
withdraw my objection, but not until 
I am satisfied.’ 

The objector passed into the rotunda 
with Jones and the ‘ Sheriff,’ where he 
must have been satisfied, for when he 
returned to his seat, he withdrew his 
objection, and it was, with the others, 
laid aside for a second reading. I 
never knew the arguments which were 
presented to induce him to withdraw his 
objection, but he probably found how 
much there was ‘in it.’ In the after- 
noon my bill passed without opposition. 

The ‘ Sheriff’ now informed me that 
I must hurry up the transcribing of my 


bill, or it would be a long time in get- 
ting over to the Senate. I told him 
that I supposed all bills must take their 
course according to their numbers. 
He said he would go to the clerk with 
me and get it ‘hurried up.’ When we 
spoke to the clerk, he said it could not 
be transcribed for a day or two, for it 
was nearly at the bottom of the large 
package that had been passed. The 
‘ Sheriff’ quietly handed a five-dollar 
note to the clerk, and his mind sudden- 
ly changed, and, ‘ seeing it is for you, 
he would have it attended to imme- 
diately. The next thing to be looked 
for was a transcribing clerk who would 
do it. Another five-dollar note accom- 
plished this object, and the work was 
finished up that night. In the morning 
it went to the Senate, and there it went 
through smoothly. 

After my success, I called on the 
‘Sheriff’ to see how much of the 
$3,000 he had used. As I anticipated, 
it was all used ; but I strongly suspect- 
ed that the whole ring, in this case, 
consisted of Jones, the ‘ Sheriff,’ and 
the objecting member who went into 
the rotunda, and that the two former 
made a pretty large ‘divy,’ and paid 
the others, including the clerks, 4s lit- 
tle as possible. 

In the course of my investigations, I 
learned that one of the Third House 
often receives money on his own repre- 
sentation that certain members will not 
vote without pay, when they (the mem- 
bers) are entirely innocent and unsus- 
pecting, while the leeches of the lobby 
are selling their votes and charging 
them with bribery. 

Such is the little ‘mystery’ which 
I paid five thousand dollars to become 
acquainted with. As our company has 
no more acts of incorporation to ask 
for, I hope never to be obliged to learn 
the lesson over again. 

Perhaps others may manage better 
and cheaper from taking note of my 
experience. 








The Confederation and the Nation. 






THE CONFEDERATION AND THE NATION. 


WHEN the States which are now in 
war against the Government, declared 
themselves no longer bound by the 
Constitution, and no longer parts of the 
nation, they rested their action, so far 
as they deigned to account for it, on 
the ground that the United States were 
nothing more than a confederation, 
constituted such by a mere compact, 
which could be broken when the in- 
terests or the whim of any party so 
dictated. The loyal States, on the 


other hand, straightway took up arms 


in defence of the integrity of the na- 
tion, constituted such by organic law, 
which is supreme forever throughout 
the length and breadth of the land. 
Now, while there are in our midst men 
base enough to endeavor to seduce the 
unthinking portion of our community 
to the idea that the traitors are entitled 
to those rights, and to be treated in that 
way conceded only by oné nation to 
another, it may be well to consider, in 
the light of our own history, the argu- 
ment as to the nature of our Govern- 
ment; for it is only by granting the 
correctness of the view advanced by the 
rebels, that we can for one moment en- 
tertain any proposition for compromise, 
or any of those vague but pernicious 
ideas brought forward by Peace Demo- 
crats, looking to a disgraceful settle- 
ment of this war. With this purpose 
in view, we propose to briefly examine 
the main points in the Articles of Con- 
federation and the Constitution, and 
by thus comparing the frameworks of 
the two governments, to show the de- 
finite and irreconcilable difference 
which exists between them. 

The Articles of Confederation were 
entered on within four days after the 
‘second anniversary of the Declaration 
of Independence, by the same body 
which adopted that instrument, and 
about nine years before the adoption 
of the Constitution in convention. The 


three years which just elapsed had been 
a season of singular and searching 
trial. While unity of feeling was com- 
pelled in the face of a powerful and 
aggressive foe, and in the defence of 
liberties held and prized in common, 
the mutual relations of the colonies 
were so indefinitely ascertained, and 
authority was so loosely bestowed, that 
unity of action was impossible; there 
was no power to do the very things 
which necessity and desire alike dic- 
tated. Having taken up arms against 
the most powerful nation of the time, 
whose system enabled it to concentrate 
vast energies on the subjugation of this 
dozen revolted colonies scattered along 
the Atlantic coast, they found them- 
selves in so helplessly disorganized a 
condition, that, separated from the 
mother country, they could hardly, for 
any length of time, have successfully 
pursued the quiet life of peace. 

Under these circumstances, they 
bound themselves together by Articles 
of Confederation. These were, what 
similar articles had always been, a spe- 
cies of treaty, having peculiar objects, 
seeking them in a peculiar way, and 
declared perpetual, but having an obli- 
gation no stronger than that of a treaty, 
and practically dissoluble at the will 
of the parties. Thus, the States issued 
letters of marque and reprisal; Con- 
gress determined on peace and war, but 
the States were depended on to accept 
the former and carry on the latter when 
declared. Congress might ascertain the 
number of ships and men to be fur- 
nished, but the States appointed the 
officers. Congress might fix the sums 
necessary to be used in defraying public 
expenses, but the States must raise 
them. Congress might regulate the 
value of coin, but the States might is- 
sue it. The loose character of this tie 
is seen still more plainly in the fact that 
there was no efficient final tribunal. 











The commissioners appointed by Con- 
gress might decide a controversy arising 
between two States, but there was noth- 
ing by which the commissioners could 
be guided, no stability or force as pre- 
cedents in their decisions when made, 
and no power to enforce them if neg- 
lected or rejected by one or both the 
parties. It was simply a provision for 
constantly recurring arbitration, ob- 
tained by reference to a changeable, 
and practically unauthoritative board 
of judges. Moreover, this government, 
weak and unorganized as it was, was 
withdrawn on the adjournment of Con- 
gress ; for the Committee of States, ap- 
pointed to act in the recess, was use- 
less, as well from the paucity of its 
powers, as from the fact that a quorum 
of its members could seldom be ob- 
tained. 

Such a system, or rather, lack of sys- 
tem, could be tolerated only while the 
peril of their life and liberties compelled 
the people to perform the duties the 
government was powerless to enforce. 
After the war was over, and the people 
were left with independence and free- 
dom, with a powerful ally in Europe, 
with elements of unrivalled resource, 
but with a heavy load of debt, with 
disorganized social and political rela- 
tions, with crippled commerce, and 
without the powerful uniting pressure 
from outside, this system of confedera- 
tion began to develop its evils and its 
insufficiency. To complete the triumph 
begun by the desolating struggle 
through which we had just passed, and, 
by building up a system under whose 
operation the nation’s wealth could pay 
the nation’s debt, and the nation’s 
power protect the nation’s honor and 
interest, to assert at once the claim 
and the right to respect, was the ne- 
cessity of the time. To answer this 
necessity was a very different thing 
from conducting the war. Commerce 
was now to take the place of naval con- 
flict ; mutual intercourse in the interest 
of trarle was to replace the performance 
of those duties which the common de- 
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fence had imposed. The life of the 
people was now to be saved, not by 
armed struggles in its defence, but by 
nurturing its resources, opening its 
various channels, and freeing it for the 
performance of its healthful and renew- 
ing functions. 

For this purpose, a system which 
could not make treaties of commerce 
without leaving it in the power of thir- 
teen States to break them by retalia- 
tion, which could not prevent one or all 
of thes¢ States from utterly prohibiting 
the import or export of such commod- 
ities as they chose, and which left the 
people powerless to induce or compel 
advantages from foreign commerce, 
while it was even more helpless in re- 
gard to domestic commerce—for this 
purpose such a system was absolutely 
useless, 

After struggling for a few years un- 
der the cramping and confusing effects 
of this system, it was given up, and the 
Constitution, as framed in 1787, was 
adopted. The relations assumed by 
the States at this time were marked. 
By the Articles, each State had retain- 
ed its sovereignty, freedom, and inde- 
pendence. By the Constitution, the 
people and the States reserved such 
powers as were not expressly given to 
the United States, or prohibited to the 
States. The omission of the claim to 
sovereignty and independence in the 
Constitution, is as significant as is its 
presence in the Articles. It appears as 
a definite surrender of those attributes, 
as complete, as binding, as permanent 
as language could make it. Nor must 
we forget, while the momentous ques- 
tions of our times are yet undecided, 
that sovereignty once surrendered can 
never be ‘resumed.’ The relations, the 
duties, and the attributes of the life to 
which it belongs have been completely 
and forever given up, while those of 
another have been as entirely and ir- 
revocably assumed. 

The States had thus passed from one 
into another sphere of existence, whose 
relations were as different as their ob- 








jects. The Articles were a league of 
friendship for common defence, the se- 
curity of liberties, and the general and 
mutual welfare. No identity of in- 
terest was supposed to exist or sought 
to be served. Such needs as were, at 
the time of the adoption, felt in com- 
mon, were provided for, and the States 
were left to provide, as best they could, 
for the others. This much and no more 
was sought by the States. That the ob- 
jects of the Constitution were different, 
as well as that they were avowed by a 
far different authority, is shown in the 
declaration with which it opens: ‘ We 
THE PEOPLE of the United States, in 
order to form a more perfect union’— 
not as to time, for both the old and the 
new union were declared perpetual ; but 
in kind, for which the States surrender- 
ed the former claim to sovereignty and 
independence. ‘To establish justice — 
not to insure the amicable relations of 
allied States, but to form a tribunal 
which should decide upon the common 
allegiance and the common privileges 
of the people. ‘To insure domestic 
tranquillity’—an object unrecognized 
in the Articles of Conederation, and 
implying, not association but identity ; 
not the mutual obligations of partner- 
ship, but the intimate connection of the 
national household. ‘Do ordain and 
establish this Constitution.’ There is 
no longer the indefinite expression of 
half-conceived obligation, nor the im- 
perfect pledge to imperfect union, but 
there is, instead, the solemn, authorita- 
tive language of a sovereign people, 
self-contained, self-sufficing, conscious 
alike of its duties and its rights, giving 
form to what shall be the law of the 
land, fundamental as being based on 
the will of the people, supreme as 
higher than the will of any part of the 
people, whether individual or State. 

A difference ‘as radical pervades all 
the provisions of the Constitution. By 
the Articles, the vote in Congress was 
taken by States. By the Constitution, 
& majority controls in all but extraor- 
dinary business, and the vote is always 
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taken by members. The Congress is 
no longer the assembled States; it is 
the assembled representatives of the 
people—of the nation. It is no longer 
charged with the management of the 
mutual relations of parties to an alli- 
ance, but with the making of laws 
which shall be the supreme law of the 
land throughout its entire extent. By 
the Articles, prohibitions to the States 
are made conditional on the consent of 
Congress ; but by the Constitution, the 
more important acts of sovereignty— 
forming treaties, issuing bills of credit, 
regulating the circulating medium—are 
unconditionally forbidden to the 
States. The Congress now controls for- 
eign commerce, raises the revenue, 
levies taxes, and cares for the welfare 
of the nation, By the Articles, new 
members of the Confederation were to 
be admitted by the consent of nine— 
about two thirds of the States. By the 
Constitution, the applicants are regard- 
ed rather as an organized body of men, 
seeking to identify themselves with the 
American people. To such the nation- 
al Congress extends the privilege of 
citizenship, and from such demands 
conformity to our method of national 
life. 

But while these are instances of the 
radical difference existing between the 
methods of treating the same subjects 
in the Articles of Confederation and in 
the Constitution, there are elements in 
the Constitution, peculiar to itself, which 
make the relations and duties of the 
States under them utterly irreconcilable. 
These are embodied in the organization 
of the national Government. In assum- 
ing the functions, it took upon itself the 
forms and instrumentalities of a sover- 
eign and universal authority. Having 
founded the Government on the su- 
premacy of the people, and deposited 
all original power with the representa- 
tive and legislative body, the Constitu- 
tion provided for the prompt and thor- 
ough exercise of that power by vesting 
the executive authority in the President 
of the United States, and such officers 














as Congress should appoint for him. 
In the Federation there was no execu- 
tive, for there was very little to exe- 
cute. What few things it lay in the 
power of the assembled States to deter- 
mine should be done, were given to the 
respective States to do. When they 
were refractory or negligent, there was 
no power in Congress, either to appoint 
other agents, or to compel them to the 
performance of their duties. A promise 
voluntarily given, and deemed subject 
to voluntary violation, was the only 
pledge given for the execution of mu- 
tual agreements. 

Were our national Government now 
as it was then—as the rebels maintain, 
and as their Northern friends would 
have us act as if we believed—the re- 
bellion would indeed be a justifiable at- 
tempt to secure self-evident rights. 
But it is not so. Under the Constitu- 
tion, an executive is appointed directly 
by the people, who is bound, by an oath 
too sacred for any but a traitor to vio- 
late, to protect, defend, and preserve 
the organic law which binds us as a 
nation forever, and to apply and exe- 
cute the laws of Congress made in ac- 
cordance therewith. 

And to these laws, which, made by 
the representatives of the people, em- 
body their sovereign authurity, there is 
given the further sanction of judicial 
supervision. In the Confederation 
there was no general and permanent 
standard by which decisions could 
be made and preserved Everything 
was made to depend on the irrespon- 
sible and often conflicting action of the 
States, or on the unauthoritative deter- 
mination of the congressional commis- 
sion. To remedy this defect, and make 
more complete the national character 
of our present Government, a judicial 
power of the United States was vested 
in the Supreme Court, and in such in- 
ferior courts as Congress may establish. 
This Supreme Court, with original ju- 
risdiction in all cases affecting for- 
eign nations, and in all cases in which 
Vor, IT. 45. 
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a State shall be a party, and with ap- 
pellate jurisdiction in other cases, is at 
once a final tribunal for inter-State dis- 
agreement, and a representative to the 
world of an united nation, having an 
individual existence, and capable of 
performing all the functions of an in- 
dividual nation. 

We have thus traced the main lines 
of difference between the Articles of 
Confederation and the Constitution, 
and have seen that the latter was meant 
to be, and is the organic law of a de- 
veloped and completed nationality. 
Under it, every one of us becomes an 
American citizen, exercising, as is right, 
certain local’ privileges, and depend- 
ent for their immediate protection on 
the State authorities, but possessing 
other wider and nobler rights, which 
inhere in him as a citizen of the United 
States, and which are asserted and sup- 
ported by the power and dignity of the 
entire nation. No words can more 
fully express the lofty majesty of that 
state of nationality on which we have 
entered, never, under God, to fall from 
it, than those of the Constitution itself, 
to support which every member of 
every government, the local as well as 
the national, is bound by solemn 
oath. ‘This Constitution, and the 
laws of the United States made in pur- 
suance thereof, and all treaties made 
under the authority of the United 
States, shall be the SUPREME LAW OF 
THE LAND, anything in the constitution 
or laws of any State to the contrary 
notwithstanding.’ 

Before such words as these, binding 
these States together as one nation, 
whose integrity nothing but treason 
would seek to destroy or weaken, the 
fierce invective of the Southern, and the 
feeble sophistry of the Northern traitor 
shrink to insignificance. They are at 
once the record and the prophecy of 
our success, declaring the foundation 
on which the Government is based, and 
pointing to yet greater glories to be at- 
tained in the superstructure, 








Reason, Rhyme, and Rhythm. 





REASON, RHYME, AND RHYTHM. 


CHAPTER IL—THE SOUL OF ART. 


‘In diligent toil thy master is the bee; 
In craft mechanical, the worm that creeps 
Through earth its dexterous way, may tutor thee; 
In knowledge, couldst thou fathom all its depths, 
All to the seraph are already known: 
But thine, O Man, is Art—thine wholly and alone ! '--ScntLiER. 


‘The contemplation of the Divine Attributes is the source of the highest enjoyment: their mani. 
JSestation is the enduring base and unfailing spring of all true Art.’ 


Many good and great men persist in 
refusing to teach, save through abstract 
dogmas and logical formule, always 
disagreeable to and rarely comprehend- 
ed by the masses, those high moral 
truths, which they are so eager to im- 
bibe when presented to them under the 
attractive form of art. It is indeed im- 
possible for man to grasp the. essential 
truths of life through the understand- 
ing alone ; because, created in the im- 
age of the triune God, he can only make 
vital truths fully his own in the sym- 
bolic unity of his triune being. If con- 
sidered only as body or sensuous per- 
ception, only as soul or heart, only 
as spirit or intellect—he cannot be said 
to live at all, since it is only in the per- 
fect union of the Three that his essen- 
tial life is found. To make instruction 
really available to him, he must be 
taught as God and nature always teach 
him—as soul, spirit, and body. To 
sever them is to disintegrate the mystic 
core of his very being; to disregard 
the triune image in which he was made. 
As art is symbolic of man himself, it 
addresses itself to his whole being. 
‘Thus, man exists as: 
S$oul—Spirit—Body : to which the cor- 

responding senses are— 
Hearing—Seeing—Touching : the cor- 
responding arts— 
Music—Painting—Sculpture. Poetry 
is no fourth art; it but embraces 
and embodies them all in its corre- 
spondent divisions of— 
iRhythm—Description—Form. 


The ‘ Body’ draws its life from the 
world of matter made by God, by an 
assimilation of the elements suited to 
and prepared for its needs. 

The ‘Spirit’ lives by an analogous 
process ; but its proper food is the wis- 
dom of God. 

In a like manner lives the ‘ Soul ;’ its 
tender instincts are to be pastured upon 
the love of God. 

Oh, marvellous condescension! The 
Infinite deigns to be appropriated as 
the source of all life and growth by the 
finite ! 

In close connection with the three- 
fold being of man, stand the Fine Arts. 

‘Body.’ Sculpture is the art of cor- 
poreal form, appealing to the eye as 
the necessary medium for satisfying the 
corporeal sense of touch. It gratifies 
this sense that ‘ideal beauty’ should 
breathe through solid, tangible, and 
material forms. For the triune man 
longs for perfection in his triune being. 
It should not astonish us that this 
art attained its greatest perfection in 
the ages of classical antiquity; and 
that music and painting, the symbolic 
arts of soul and spirit, should have at- 
tained their highest excellence only 
after the advent of our sublime ideal 
Christ. 

‘Spirit.’ As seeing is the sense hold- 
ing the closest relation with the spirit 
or intellect, and light is the most spir- 
itual element of nature,—so painting, 
addressing itself to the spirit of man, 
must be regarded as the most spiritual 















of the arts. Classic art became roman 
tic during the Christian era; Christi- 
anity impressed it with an almost pain- 
ful longing for the divine. Classic 
beauty was indeed there, but with the 
expression of inadequacy to its internal 
consciousness, oppressed with the grief 
of its fallen existence, and with the sad- 
ness of an infinite longing on its ethe- 
real countenance. 

‘Soul.’ Music, addressing itself 
through the ear to the emotions, is the 
art of the longing, divining, loving soul. 
It never excites abstract or antagonistic 
thought; it unites humanity in con- 
crete feeling. It certainly cannot be 
denied that sounds address themselves 
immediately to the feelings; that the 
tones of the voice are highly sympa- 
thetic ; that the sighs, groans, shrieks, 
cries of a sufferer affect us far more 
vividly than the mere sight of the same 
degree of suffering. 

But though the arts seem to us to be 
thus divided, each art is also threefold, 
and must appeal to the triune nature 
of man. As man only truly lives, so 
he only truly creates, as a threefold 
being, yet his life is ever one, so that 
soul, spirit, and body are constantly 
acting and reacting upon each other. 
When the divine wisdom shines into 
the spirit, it gives it the perception of 
intellectual truths, which truths throw 
their light far into the dimmer soul ; 
and when the divine love pours into 
the soul, it gifts it with the almost 
limitless faculty of loving, which warms 
and quickens the colder spirit, until it 
germs and buds in the lovely bloom of 
human charities and self-abnegating 
good deeds. 

It is not our intention here to enter 
into any detailed speculations upon the 
hidden mysteries of our being ; we sim- 
ply call the attention of the reader to 
the fact that there is a class of truths 
which must belong to the universal 
reason (such as mathematical axioms, 
syllogistic formule, logical deductions, 
etc., etc.), because they compel assent 
as soon as recognized ;—thus a ray of 
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divine wisdom itself must exist in our 
spirits, which cannot be perverted, and 
which elevates the human mind to the 
immediate perception of impersonal, 
abstract, and conviction-compelling 
truths. We cannot deny them, even if 
we would! All sound logic has its 
power in the light proceeding from this 
divine ray. . 

A ray of the divine love must also 
exist in the essence of the human soul, 
to enable it to perform the marvels of 
self-abnegating devotion, of which the 
most humble among us frequently seem 
capable. Strange Promethean fire ! 

As it is the allotted task of every in- 
dividual to form his soul into a noble 
and powerful personality, to be an artist 
in the highest sense of the word, since 
he must aid in chiselling a glorious 
statue from the living block intrusted 
to his care,—is it not essentially neces- 
sary that every human being should be 
taught to discern and loye the beauti- 
ful? And vast is the difference be- 
tween the artist in the school of men 
and in the school of God; the first, 
working for and in time, must be satis- 
fied with leaving to his fellow men some 
brilliant yet perishing records of his 
thoughts; while the latter, working 
for eternity, may labor forever to ap- 
proach the infinite beauty set before 
him as his glorious ideal of perfection ! 

We have already asserted that poetry 
is no fourth art on a line with the other 
three. It indeed embraces and resumes 
them all, with added powers of its own. 
It cannot, however, be denied that, em- 
ployed in combination with poetry, the 
other arts lose much of their special 
power and effect, for thus associated 
they hold a subordinate station, are 
forced to appear in a colder medium, 
and are subjected to the laws of a har- 
mony but partially adapted to their in- 
dividual interests. Undeniable as this 
may be, poetry still maintains its high 
claims to our consideration. Though 
its tones be colder than those of music, 
since they must pass through the ana- 
lytic intellect instead of appealing im- 
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mediately to the sympathetic heart ; if 
its hues are less vivid than those of 
painting, as they must be transmitted 
through the slower medium of words 
in lieu of impressing themselves imme- 
diately. upon the delighted eye ; if less 
palpable to the corporeal sense of touch 
than sculpture, with its solidity of 
form,—yet is its range wider, fuller, 
and far more comprehensive than any 
one of the sister arts. If any one 
should be inclined to doubt that it is 
indeed a resumé of them all, let him 
consider that in its prosodial flow, 
measured pauses, metrical lines, varied 
cadences, stirring or soothing rhythms, 
sweet or rugged rhymes,—it is music: 
in its metaphorical diction, descriptive 
imagery, succession of shifting pictures, 
diversified illustration, and vivid color- 
ing,—it is painting: while in its or- 
ganic development and arrangement of 
parts, its complicated structure, in the 
individualism of characters, and the 
sharply defined personalities of its dra- 
matic realm,—it struggles to attain the 
fixed and beautiful unity of sculpture. 
The arts find their essential unity in 
the fact that their sole object is the 
manifestation of the beautiful. No one 
knows better than the artist that beauty 
is not the production of his own limited 
understanding, but that, after having 
duly made his preliminary studies of 
the laws of the medium through which 
he is to manifest it, it shines into, it re- 
veals itself, as it were, intuitively to 
the divining soul. Far lower in its 
sphere than that infallible inspiration 
which speaks to us through the sacred 
pages of Holy Writ of the things im- 
mediately pertaining to our relations 
with God, true artistic power must still 
be considered as inspiration, since it is 
constantly arriving at more than the 
unassisted reason of man could com- 
mand by the fullest exercise of its high- 
est logical powers. The impassioned 
Romeo cries : ‘Can philosophy make a 
Juliet?’ That philosophy has never 
made a Juliet in art is positively cer- 
tain! Let us then reverentially enter 
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upon an anlaysis of the effect of beauty 
upon the human spirit, whether found 
in the perfect works of our God, or 
shining through the more humble imi- 
tations and manifestations of the fallible 
human artist. 

The perception of beauty first excites 
a sensation of pleasure, then a feeling 
of interest in the beautiful object, then 
a perception of kindness in a superior 
intelligence, from which it is at once 
seen it must ultimately flow, then a 
feeling of grateful veneration toward 
that beneficent Intelligence. Unless the 
perception of beauty be accompanied 
with these emotions, we have no more 
correct idea of beauty than we can be 
said to have an idea of a letter of which 
we perceive the fine handwriting and 
fair lines, without understanding the 
contents, The emotions consequent 
upon the due perception of beauty are 
not given by the senses, nor do they 
arise entirely from the intellect, but, 
proceeding from the entire man, must 
be accompanied by a right and open 
state of the heart. A true perception 
and acknowledgment of beauty is then 
certainly elevating ; exalting and puri- 
fying the mind in accordance with its 
degree. And it would indeed seem, 
from the lavish profusion with which 
the Deity has seen fit to scatter it 
around us, that it was His beneficent 
intention we should be constantly un- 
der its influence. Now the artist is one 
gifted by his Creator to discern that 
ineffable beauty which is everywhere 
present, to live in the realm of the 
ideal, and to reveal it to men through 
words, forms, colors, sounds, and, would 
he insure the salvation of his own soul, 
through good deeds. Thus it can be 
proved that ‘religion is the soul of art,’ 
and essentially necessary to the artist, 
because it gives him, simultaneously, 
the ideas and feelings of the Absolute, 
without which he must lose his way, 
falling into sterile and ignoble copies 
of the real, like the Dutch painters, and 
thus be able to produce nothing but 
detailed and accurate copies of low 














subjects, of factitious emotions, or of 
vulgar sensations. Without faith, the 
artist prefers the body itself to the feel- 
ings which animate it—the polished 
limbs of a Venus to the brow of a Ma- 
donna! The intellect alone can never 
soar to the regions of eternal truth, to 
the Absolute; it must be aided by the 
heart in its daring flight. Faith and 
love are the snowy and glittering wings 
of true artistic excellence. When the 
soul is full of the bliss of beauty, the 
feeling of its happiness urges the artist 
on to the necessity of imparting it,— 
while his heart is wrapt in the vision 
of the Absolute, he would fain build for 
his joyous thoughts an eternal abode 
with his fellow men, that they too 
might see the steppings of the All Fair, 
and so be cheered and stimulated in 
these their gloomy days of evil. 

Thus it cannot be denied that reli- 
gion alone gives depth and sublimity 
to the creations of art, because it alone 
gives faith and hope in the Infinite. If 
we are often astonished to see the 
springs of artistic inspiration so rapidly 
exhausted in many men of genius of 
our own epoch, it is because of their 
overwhelming egotism and limited 
subjectivity, because the worship of the 
finite replaces that of the in‘inite, be- 
cause religion has become for them a 
mere memory of childhood. To re- 
cover their blighted fertility of imagi- 
nation, they must again become as little 
children, again betake themselves to 
the shady and lonely way leading to 
the temple of God. 

In proof of this position, we constantly 
find that men gifted, sensuously, with 
acute perceptions of the beautiful, yet 
who do not receive it with a pure 
heart, never comprehend it aright; but 
making it a mere minister to their de- 
sires, a mere seasoning of sensual pleas- 
ures, sink until all their creations take 
the same earthly stamp, and it is seen 
and felt that the heavenly sense of beau- 
ty has been degraded into a servant of 
lust. But as the spirit of prophecy 
consisted with the avarice of Balaam 
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and the disobedience of Saul, so God 
knows all the stops of the heaven-gifted 
but self-corrupted artists, and, in spite 
of themselves, has often made them 
discourse high harmonies, and give the 
most eloquent and earnest enunciations 
of the very sentiments and principles in 
which their own condemnation could 
be found clearly and vividly written. 
The good seed, although divine, if there 
be no blessing upon it, may indeed 
bring forth wild grapes, but these 
grapes are well discerned, for there is, 
in the works of bad men, a taint, stain, 
and jarring discord, blacker and louder 
exactly in proportion to their moral de- 
ficiency. At best it is no part of our 
duty to examine into and pronounce 
upon the frail characters of men, but 
rather to hold fast to that which we 
can prove good, and feel to be ordained 
for our own benefit. 

It can, moreover, be fully proved that 
the artists, as a class, have never been 
false to religion. From the poets of 
the dark ages sprang a literature 
strange and marvellous, but full of 
naive faith, and bearing striking wit- 
ness to the activity of the human spirit 
even in those dim centuries: I mean 
the literature of ‘ visions and legends.’ 
And to estimate the importance of 
these consolatory creations aright, we 
must remember how precarious and 
miserable life then was, passed in con- 
stant privation and poverty, menaced 
with increasing perils; and then con- 
sider the fact that these legends kept 
constantly before the mind of the op- 
pressed people the consoling idea of a 
superintending Providence, who num- 
bers all our tears and hears our lightest 
sighs. The legend indeed never con- 
fined itself wholly to this earth as the 
theatre of its wild drama; immortality 
was always its groundwork, and its 
last scene always opened in the invisi- 
ble world, where the saints were sur- 
rounded with undying halos of glory, 
and from whence they watched over 
men with increasing love, while in their 
midst reigned a gentle figure full of 
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grace and majesty, uniting, in a myste- 
rious and ineffable manner, the holy 
virginity and sacred maternity of wo- 
man; a gentle, humble being, through 
whose innocent meekness the two 
worlds, finite and infinite, had been 
forever linked in the person of the in- 
fant God, whom she forever bore upon 
her virgin bosom. What a tender les- 
son for barbaric life ! 

We must also remember that these 
legends were eminently popular, that 
they passed from mouth to mouth 
round the winter hearth, teaching the 
young and soothing the children, like 
the cradle song of a mother, pouring 
hope into the cell of the captive, teach- 
ing the virtuous oppressed that a just 


. God mercifully listened to all their se- 


cret sighs, and, leading the poor to 
look beyond the squalid poverty which 
surrounded them, pointed to them the 
legions of angels, which were lovingly 
camped around them. It is impossible 
to overestimate the blessed effects of 
such a literature, or to count the naive 
hearts which it may have rescued from 
suicide and despair ! 

The spirit of the literature of the 
middle ages culminates in the Christian 
poet, Dante. History, theology, poli- 
tics, paganism, sweet and melancholy 
elegies, flashes of fiery indignation, all 
men and all generations, meet in his 
majestic epic. Yet the closest unity is 
preserved through this astonishing 
range of subjects; one sublime idea 
Broods over its every line,—the idea of 
a God of perfect justice—of undying 
love ! 

We cite, in corroboration, the follow- 
ing lines from this noble poet, though a 
prose translation can do but little jus- 
tice to the glowing original : 

‘God is One in substance ; Power, Wisdom, 
and Love assume in Him a triple Personality, 
so that in all tongues singular and plural are 
alike applicable to Him. He is spirit; he is 
the circle which circumscribes everything 
and which nothing ever circumscribes; im- 
mense, eternal, immutable, He is the Primal 
out of which all is darkness. Unlimited by 
time, without laws save in His own will, in 
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the bosom of eternity, He, who is three in 
One, acts ;—Power executes what Wisdom pro- 
poses, and Infinite Love is forever germing 
into ever new loves. Like a triple arrow from 
a single bow, from the depths of the Produc- 
tive thought, spring, whether single or united, 
matter, form, with the living heart of all finite 
beings—their own governing laws. Created 
things are but the splendor of the immutable 
ideas which the Father engenders, and which 
He loves unceasingly. Ideas—thoughts— 
sacred words! Light, which, without being 
detached from Him who wills it into being, 
shines from creature to creature, from cause 
to effect, on—on—until it produces only con- 
tingent and transitory phenomena; Light 
which, repeated and reflected from mirror to . 
mirror, pales as its distance increases from its 
Holy Source.’ 


That would surely be an interesting 
work which would glean for us the 
multiplied expressions of the faith of 
the ‘laurel-crowned,’ who have left 
their consoling records for humanity, 
their tracks of light over the dark 
earth-bosom in which they sleep. But 
this is not place for such researches; 
we must confine ourselves to but few 
quotations, designed to show that reli- 
gion is the soul of art. 

In proof of this we might quote the 
whole of the fine tragedy of Polyeucte ; 
it is full of ardent religious feeling. 
The moral is indeed condensed in the 
following lines : 

‘If to die for our king is a glorious destiny,— 


How sublime is death when we may die for 
God!’ 


Urged by that unconquerable love 
of the Absolute which possesses all 
true poets, Racine seeks in God alone 
the source of all regal power : 


‘The eternal is his name, the world is his 
work, 
He hears the sighs of the oppressed ; 
He judges all mortals with equal justice, 
From the height of bis throne he calls kings 
to account.’ 


Our English poet Shakspeare, whose 
works are full of sublime morality, puts 
into the mouth of one of his matchless 
heroines the following exquisite pas- 
sage, recalling to us the lessons of the 
New Testament : 











‘ Alas! alas! 
Why all the souls that are, were forfeit once, 
And He that might the advantage best have 
took 
Found out the remedy : how would you be, 
If He, who is the top of judgment, should 
But judge you as you are? In the strict 
course 
Of justice none of us should see salvation : 
We do pray for mercy ; that same prayer 
Should teach us all to render deeds of mercy.’ 


Klopstock, the German poet, sings 
only of God, not in the creation alone, 


the last judgment, in his august and 
dreadful majesty, but in the wonders 
of His tender love : 


‘I trust in thee, Divine Mediator! I have 
chanted the canticle of the new covenant ; my 
race is run ; Thou hast pardoned my tottering 
steps! Sound! sound, quivering strings of my 
lyre! My heart is full of the bliss of grati- 
tude to my God! What recompense could I 
ask? I have tasted the cup of angels in sing- 
ing of my Redeemer!’ 


Not less devout than the ‘ Messiah,’ 
but far more beautiful, is Tasso’s ex- 
quisite ‘ Jerusalem Delivered.’ 

A complete system of theology may 
be found in the majestic pages of Mil- 
ton’s sublime ‘ Paradise Lost.’ 

That which with the heathen poets 
was but an episode, the religious ele- 
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ment ef the poem, as the ‘ Descent into 
Hades,’ the ‘Wanderings through 
Elysium,’ etc., etc., ends by absorb- 
ing the entire work after the advent of 
Christianity. The ‘Divine Comedy,’ 
the ‘ Paradise Lost,’ and the ‘ Messiah,’ 
form a magnificent Christian trilogy, 
of which the scene is almost always in 
a supernatural sphere, and in which 
the principal actor is—the Providence 
of God. 

On this subject we have no further 
time to dilate, and the reader may easi- 
ly verify its truth for himself. If he 
would convince himself that the deep- 
est draughts of inspiration have ever 


been drawn by the highest artists from ~ 


religious ideas, let him add to the 
names above given, those of Fra An- 
gelico, Fra Bartolomeo, Tintoret, Cor- 
regio, Murillo, Raphael, Leonardo da 
Vinci, Michael Angelo, and, in our own 
days, Overbeck ; let him gaze into that 
divine face of godlike sorrow given us 
by an untaught monk, Antonio Pesenti, 
in his marvellous crucifix of ivory, let 
him listen to the pure ethereal strains 
of Palestrina, Pergolese, Marcello, Stra- 
della, and Cherubini, and thus be as- 
sured that religion, the love of the In- 
finite, is the ‘ Soul of Art.’ 


THE BUCCANEERS OF AMERICA. 


THE most terrible name, perhaps, in 
the juvenile literature of England and 
English America, during the last cen- 
tury and a half, has been that of Wix- 
L14M Kipp, the pirate. In the nursery 
legend, in story, and in song, the name 
of Kidd has stood forth as the boldest 
and bloodiest of buccaneers. The terror 
of the ocean when abroad, he returned 
from his successive voyages to line our 
coasts with silver and gold, and to re- 
new with the devil a league, cemented 





with the blood of victims shot down 
whenever fresh returns of the precious 
metals were to be hidden. According 
to the superstitious of Connecticut and 
Long Island, it was owing to these 
bloody charms that honest money-dig- 
gers have ever experienced so much 
difficulty in removing these buried 
treasures. Often, indeed, have the lids 
of the iron chests rung beneath the 
mattock of the stealthy midnight search- 
er for gold ; but the flashes of suiphur- 
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ous fires, blue and red, and the saucer 
eyes and chattering teeth of legions of 
demons have uniformly interposed to 
frighten the delvers from their posts, and 
preserve the treasures from their greedy 
clutches. But notwithstanding the 

sensations connected with 
the name of Kidd, and his renown as a 
pirate, he was but one of the last and 
most inconsiderable of that mighty race 
of sea robbers who, during a long series 
of years in the seventeenth century, 
were the admiration of the world for 
their prowess, and its terror for their 
crimes. 

The community of buccaneers was 
first organized. upon the small island 
of Tortuga, situated on the north side 
of St. Domingo, at the distance of about 
two leagues from the latter. It was 
upon this island that the first European 
colony was planted in the New World, 
in the year and month of its discovery. 
But. although the colony became con- 
siderable, and flourished so long as the 
natives remained in sufficient numbers 
to cultivate the plantations of the Span- 
iards, yet it did not take vigorous root. 
The numbers of the natives were great- 
ly reduced by the arms of their con- 
querors, and were afterward still more 
rapidly diminished by oppression ; and 
although an attempt was made to sup- 
ply their places by a forced importation 
of forty thousand Indians from the 
Bahamas, the experiment was of little 
avail. In less than half a century, the 
aboriginal race was extinct. The coun- 
try was beautiful beyond description : 
rich in its mines, and its soil of unex- 
ceeded fertility. But the Spaniard, if 
not by nature indolent, is prone to lux- 
ury. The earth producing by handfuls, 
the colonists saw little necessity of la- 
borious exertion. They accordingly 
degenerated from the spirit and enter- 
prise of their ancestors, and fell into 
habits of voluptuous idleness, Agri- 
culture was neglected, and the mines 
deserted. Contenting themselves with 
a bare supply of the wants of nature, 
they sank into such a state of indo- 
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lence, that many of their slaves had no 
other employment than to swing them 
in their hammocks the livelong day. 
No colony could flourish composed of 
such a people. During the first half 
century of its existence, it had indeed 
become considerable ; but for a century 
afterward it dwindled away, neglected 
and apparently forgotten by the parent 
country, until even the remembrance 
of its former greatness was lost. 

At length, about the middle of the 
seventeenth century, the Spaniards 
were roused from their repose. So 
early as the year 1630, the severity of 
the French colonial system had driven 
many of the most resolute of the col- 
onists from the islands belonging to 
that nation, especially from St. Chris- 
topher’s. Numbers of these men, in 
order to an unrestrained enjoyment of 
liberty, took refuge in the western divi- 
sion of St. Domingo, supporting them- 
selves with game, and by hunting wild 
cattle, for which they continued to find 
a market, either in the Spanish settle- 
ments, or by trading with vessels visit- 
ing the western coast for that object. 
Meanwhile the exactions upon the col- 
onists of St. Christopher's and the sub- 
mission required of them to exclusive 
privileges, induced a further and great- 
er number to abandon the island, and 
join the adventures of their own coun- 
trymen in the forests of St. Domingo. 
Those adventurers—many of whom had 
already been roaming the St. Domingo 
forest for nearly half a century, increas- 
ing in numbers by accessions from time 
to time—had, in 1630, established a 
social and political system of their own, 
peculiar to their own community. 
Their original calling was the hunting 
of wild boars and cattle, which abound- 
ed in theisland. To this was added, 
to a small extent, the business of plant- 
ing, and to this again the more adven- 
turous profession of sea-roving and 
piracy. Their vessels were at first 
nothing larger than boats, or rather 
canoes, constructed from the trunks of 
trees—excavations after the manner of 














the ordinary light canoes of our own 
aboriginals. But from the size of some 
descriptions of trees growing in that 
climate, these canoes were capable of 
carrying crews of from thirty to fifty 
and seventy-five men, with the neces- 
sary supplies for short voyages among 
the Antilles. As they had no women 
among them, nor other consequent re- 
sponsibilities, it was their custom to 
associate in partnerships of two, called 
comrades, who lived together, and as- 
sisted each other in the chase and in the 
domestic duties of their huts or cabins. 
Their goods were thrown into common 
stock ; and when one of a partnership 
died, the survivor became the absolute 
heir of the joint stock—unless the de- 
ceased, by previous stipulation, be- 
queathed his goods to his relatives, per- 
chance a wife and children in another 
land. They were frequently absent 
from their lodges on their hunting ex- 
cursions for twelve months and two 
years at a time; but their lodges with 
their goods were left in perfect safety, 
for the.crime of theft was unknown 
among them. 

Differences seldom arose among them, 
and when they did occur, they were 
usually adjusted without much diffi- 
culty. In obstinate and aggravated 
cases, however, their disputes were de- 
cided by firearms, in the use of which 
the nicest principles of fairness and 
honor were observed. A ball entering 
the back or the side of a party, afford- 
ed evidence that he had fallen by treach- 
ery, and the assassin was immediately 
put to death. The former laws of their 
own country were disregarded; and 
by the usual sea baptism received in 
passing the tropic, they considered 
themselves expatriated from their na- 
tive land, and at liberty to change their 
family names, which many of them did 
—borrowing terms from the character 
of the profession which they had chosen, 
as suited their fancy. Their dress was 
a shirt and drawers dipped in the blood 
of the animals they killed, shoes with- 
out stockings, a leathern girdle by 
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which their knife and a short sabre 
were suspended, and a hat or cap with- 
outa brim. Their common food was 
the choicest pieces of bullock’s flesh, 
seasoned with orange juice and pimento, 
and cured by smoke ; of bread they lost 
the use, and, until the trade of piracy 
was adopted, water was their only 
drink. The term buccaneers, by which 
the hunters were first known, was de- 
rived from a tribe of the Caribs, who 
were called thus from the manner in 
which they prepared meats for their 
food, whether flesh of beasts or of men. 
For this purpose they constructed a sort 
of grate or hurdle, consisting of twenty 
bars of Brazil wood, laid crosswise 
half a foot from each other, upon which 
the flesh of prisoners of war or of game 
was laid in pieces, and a thick smoke 
raised beneath from properly selected 
combustibles, which gave to the meat 
the vermil color and a delightful smell. 
These fixtures, thus adjusted, were 
called buccans, and the process of cur- 
ing the meat buccaning. The hunters, 
having adopted this process from the 
savages, were like them called due 
caneers, In process of time the name 
was applied to the sea robbers as well 
as to the hunters; and when piracy be- 
came the general profession as a substi- 
tute for planting and the chase, all 
were called buccaneers indiscrimi- 
nately. 

Previously to the great and sudden 
augmentation of their forces, by the 
immigration from §8t. Christopher's 
about the year 1660, the buccaneers had 
taken possession of Tortuga, the geo- 
graphical position and character of 
which island was well suited to their 
commercial and piratical purposes. 
This little island been occupied 
by a few Spaniards as early as 1591; 
but their numbers were so small as not 
to interfere with the object of the buc- 
caneers, while its rocky conformation 
afforded peculiar facilities fur rod 
in the event of attack. 

The greatly increasing ennui of 
the buccaneers at length aroused the 


that while the colonists were dwindling 
away, the outlaws were becoming so 
formidable in their numbers that they 
soon might be enabled to contest for 
the mastery of the island of Hispaniola 
itself. They therefore commenced a 
war upon them, and not being able to 
prosecute it with sufficient vigor them- 
selves, they called to their aid troops 
from the other Spanish islands, and also 
from the continent. With these auxil- 
iaries the barbarians were hunted with 
great severity, and many of them mas- 
sacred. Finding themselves pursued 
in this manner, the outlaws banded to- 
gether for mutual defence. Their avo- 
cations required them often to separate 
in the daytime; but they assembled 
in considerable numbers at night ; and 
if individuals were missing, diligent 
search was made until their fate was 
ascertained. If he returned from an 
extended chase, it was well. If not— 
if it was discovered that he had fallen 
a victim to the Spaniards, or had been 
taken, prisoner—his loss was requited 
with terrible vengeance. Everything 
Spanish was devoted to destruction, 
without distinction of age or sex. But 
in this partisan warfare, the buccaneers 
maintained a decided advantage. 
When too hotly pressed, they could fly 
to their canoes or hoys, as they were 
called, and escape to Tortuga; and if 
the Spaniards pursued them thither in 
numbers too powerful for an open com- 
bat, they would return back again to 
their principal island. Despairing at 
length of success in this mode of war- 
fare, the Spaniards resolved to conquer 
the ruffians by destroying their means 
of subsistence. this purpose, by a 
general hunt over the whole island, the 
wild bulls were killed, and the droves 
of cattle previously roaming the forests 
were consequently reduced so rapidly 
that the buccaneers found it necessary 
to change their employment—to form 
settlements and cultivate the lands. 
More than two thousand of them clus- 
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tered upon Tortuga, where the business 
of cultivating sugar and tobacco was 
begun; but the more general and lu- 
crative employment became that of 
piracy. They had as yet no larger 
craft than the boats and canoes already 
mentioned, but with these they man- 
aged to navigate the West India seas, 
shooting into secure places of refuge 
among the smaller islands, or keys, at 
pleasure. 

The community had now become so 
large, in 1660, that something like or- 
der and government was seen to be ne- 
cessary even by the buccaneers them- 
selves; and they accordingly sent to 
the Governor of St. Christopher’s for a 
governor. The boon was readily grant- 
ed, and M. le Passeur was commissioned 
to that office. He repaired promptly 
to Tortuga with a ship of armed men 
and stores; assumed the command, 
and immediately commenced fortifying 
the island—a work to which nature 
had largely contributed by the peculiar 
conformation of some of the rock pre- 
cipices. There was upon one high 
rock, inaccessible at all points save by 
ladders, a cavern large enough for a 
garrison of a thousand men, with an 
abundant spring gushing from the 
rocks. This post was seized and pro- 
visioned. Twice the Spaniards invaded 
them from Hispaniola, but were re- 
pulsed—the last time with terrible 
slaughter. The invaders were eight 
hundred in number. They had seized 
a yet higher point of rock than the 
natural fortress occupied by the buc- 
caneers, upon which they were endeay- 
oring to plant their cannon, in order 
the better to dislodge the enemy. The 
time chosen for the invasion was when 
a large number of the freebooters were 
at sea. These, however, returning 
suddenly by night, climbed the moun- 
tain upon the heels of the Spaniards, 
and attacked them with such fury as 
to compel them by hundreds to throw 
themselves from the rocky parapets 
into the valley beneath, by which their 
bodies were dashed in pieces. Those 
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who were not killed by the fall were 
put to the sword ; and few or none re- 
turned to rehearse the bloody story. 
This ill-starred expedition was the 
last sent from St. Domingo against the 
buccaneers, who thenceforward became 
the masters and lord proprietaries of 
Tortuga. Nor were thé buccaneers 
longer exclusively composed of adven- 
turous Frenchmen. Visions of golden 
cities in the New World had been fiit- 
ting before the eyes of the English for a 
century before, and had not even been 
eclipsed by the signal failures of Sir 
Walter Raleigh in the reigns of Eliza- 
beth and James. Indeed the expedi- 
tions of the gallant knight, however 
bootless to himself, may have served to 
stimulate the cupidity of his country- 
men for a long time afterward, inas- 
much as some of Sir Walter's officers 
testified that they actually approached 
within sight of the golden city. Sir 
Walter’s great contemporary, Sir Francis 
Drake, after committing many depre- 
dations upon the Spanish American 
coast, had returned to England with a 
vast amount of treasure. The expedi- 
tions both of Sir Francis and Sir Wal- 
ter were of a character bordering close- 
ly upon piratical ; and in that romantic 
age, it was not considered as greatly 
transcending their examples for daring 
spirits to seek their fortunes in the New 
World, even by associating themselves 
with the buccaneers of Tortuga. Be 
this, however, as it may, England and 
Holland and other European states 
respectively furnished many reckless 
and daring recruits to the army of free- 
booters; and their piracies increased 
with their numbers. Ostensibly they 
directed their operations only against 
the commerce of Spain, with whom 
they were directly at war, and whose 
galleons from the continent, freighted 
with the produce of the mines, offered 
golden incentives to bravery. But how- 
ever virtuous in this respect might have 
been the intentions of the sea robbers, 
it was not invariably the merchantmen 
of Spain which suffered from their dep- 


~ 





707 


redations, since from ‘an imperfection 
in the organs of vision, or from some 
other cause, ‘they were not always 
able to “distinguish the flags of different 
nations.’ Others than the Spaniards 
were consequently occasional sufferers ; 
and a ready market was found for their 
plunder in the French and English isl- 
ands, especially in Jamaica, which Eng- 
land had conquered from Spain in 
1655. This latter island was in fact 
their principal depot ; for although the 
British Government, both under’ the 
Protectorate and afterward, had en- 
deavored to direct the attention of the 
Jamaica colonists to agricultural pur- 
suits, they had entirely failed, for the 
reason that the buccaneers, making it 
their principal resort, poured in such 
vast treasures, that the inhabitants 
amassed considerable wealth with little 
difficulty, and despised the more honest 
occupations of honest labor. The pop- 
ulation rapidly increased, and in a few 
years amounted to twenty thousand, 
whose only source of subsistence was 
derived from the buccaneers. 

Hitherto France had disclaimed as 
her subjects the roving cattle-hunters 
upon the island of Hispaniola; but 
after they had formed settlements and 
established themselves so firmly upon 
Tortuga, the French West India com- 
pany took them under the egis of the 
lilies for protection; and M. Ogeron, 
‘a man of probity and understanding,’ 
was sent from the parent country to 
govern them. With the arrival of the 
new governor the domestic relations of 
the buccaneers underwent a material 
change, for the former brought many 
women with him—fit persons, from the 
past profligacy of their lives, to consort 
with the inhabitants of Tortuga. But 
the buccaneers were not fastidious in 
the selection of wives, and history gives 
us no right to suppose that there was a 
single forlorn damsel left without a 
husband. ‘I ask nothing of your past 
life’ would the buccaneer say to the 
fair one to whom he proposed himself. 
‘If anybody would have had you where 
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came from, you would not have 
here. But as you did not belong 
me then, whatever you may have 
was no disgrace tome. Give me 
your word for the future, and I will 
aequit you for the past.’ Then strik- 
ing his gun barrel, he would add, 
‘Shouldst thou prove false to me, this 
will not.’ 

Meanwhile, the buccaneers, becoming 
stronger and stronger every day, ex- 
tended their designs, and pushed their 
operations with a degree of audacity 
and success that rendered them the ter- 
ror of the seas. As yet their marine 
consisted only of boats and canoes, but 
these were, as before stated, of a size to 
carry from fifty to a hundred men each. 
They attacked not only merchantmen, 
but vessels of war, with a degree of in- 
trepidity unexampled in the history of 
man. No matter for the size of a ship, 
or for her armament. They paused not 
to calculate chances. Their invariable 
practice was to carry their prizes by 
boarding. Their boats were propelled 
with the swiftness of an arrow. As cer- 
tain as they grappled with a vessel, she 
was sure to be taken; for their on- 
slaughts were desperately furious and 
irresistible. The Spanish Government 
complained bitterly, both to England 
and France, of the outrages upon her 
commerce by the pirates, a large ma- 
jority of whom were the born subjects 
of those nations, The answers, how- 
ever, of both were the same: that those 
piratical acts were not committed by 
the buccaneers as their subjects; and 
the Spanish ambassador was informed 
that his master might proceed against 
them as he saw fit. In consequence of 
the transactions of the buccaneers with 
the people of Jamaica, England went 
farther, and actually removed the gov- 
ernor of that colony. But, whether with 
the connivance of the civil authorities 
or not, the intercourse between the pi- 
rates and the people continued without 
serious interruption. Some of the bucca- 
neers, however, pretended to hold com- 
missions both from the French and the 
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Dutch; but it was mere pretext. Their 
authority was in truth nothing more 
than what the sailors are wont jocosely 
to call ‘a commission from the Pope.’ 
Yet they affected to consider themselves 
in lawful war against Spain, for the 
reason that the Spaniards had debarred 
them from the privileges of hunting in 
the forests and fishing in the waters of 
St. Domingo—thus depriving them of 
the exercise of what they called their 
lawful rights. In regard to the cruel- 
ties which they frequently inflicted 
upon the prisoners who fell into their 
hands, they pleaded in justification 
those enormities which the conquerors 
of Spanish America inflicted upon the 
aborigines there. The horrible cruelties 
of Cortez and Pizarro are familiar to 
every student of history. ‘I once,’ says 
Las Casas, speaking of the conquest 
of the New World, ‘ beheld four or five 
chief Indians roasted alive at a slow 
fire; and as the miserable victims 
poured forth their dreadful yells, it 
disturbed the commandant in his siesta, 
and he sent an order that they should 
be strangled ; but the officer on duty 
would not do it, but, causing their 
mouths to be gagged that their shrieks 
might not be heard, he stirred up the 
fire with his own hands, and roasted 
them deliberately until they all ex- 
pired.’ The conquerors had resorted 
to these dreadful executions under the 
cloak of religious zeal, but in reality to 
make the poor wretches disclose the 
secret depositories of their treasures. 
Instances of the same refined cruelty, at 
the contemplation of which humanity 
shudders, marked the history of the 
buccaneers. Their motives were the 
same as those which had governed the 
conduct of Cortez ; and they, too, found 
a salvo for their consciences by persuad- 
ing themselves that they were commis- 
sioned as a court of vengeance—the in- 
struments of retributive justice in the 
hands of Providence—to punish the 
Spaniards for the remorseless cruelties 
practised upon the unoffending Mexi- 
cans. And here another extraordinary 
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fact may be noted in the history of the 
buccaneers. After their community had 
become consolidated and their govern- 
ment in a manner systematized, strange 
as it may seem, notwithstanding their 
murderous profession the observances 
of the Christian religion were intro- 
duced to sanctify their atrocities. 
‘They never partook of a repast with- 
out solemnly acknowledging their de- 
pendence upon the Giver of all good.’ 
In their infatuation, whenever they em- 
barked upon any expedition, they were 
wont to invoke for its success the bless- 
ing of Heaven ; and they never returned 
from a marauding excursion that they 
did not return thanks to God for their 
victory. ‘On the appearance of a ship 
which they meant to attack, they offered 
up a fervent prayer for success; and 
when the conflict had terminated in 
their favor, their first care was to ex- 
press their gratitude to the God of bat- 
tles for the victory which He had en- 
abled them to gain.’ 


The first leader of the buccaneers, 
‘after their concentration upon Tortuga, 
whose deeds of desperate valor ‘ damned 
him to everlasting fame,’ was Prérre 
Le GRANDE, a native of Dieppe, in 
Normandy. The crowning act of his 
piratical career was his taking the ship 
of the vice admiral, convoying a flect of 
Spanish galleons, near the Cape of Ti- 
buron, on the western side of St. Domin- 
go—an act which was performed with 
a single boat, manned by only eighteen 
men, and armed with no more than 
four small pieces of ordnance. And 
even these latter were of no use, as the 
admiral’s ship was carried by boarding, 
with no other arms than swords and 
pistols. Le Grande had been so long 
at sea, without falling in with any craft 
worth capturing, that his provisions 
were becoming short; and his crew, 
pressed with hunger and brooding over 
their ill success, were desperate. Thus 
situated, they espied the Spaniard bear- 
ing the vice admiral’s flag, and sepa- 
rated from the rest of the flotilla. Not- 
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withstanding the immense disparity of 
force, Le Grande determined to capture 
her, and his crew took an oath to stand 
by him till the last. The boat of the 
pirates was descried by the Spaniard in 
the afternoon, and the admiral was ad- 
“monished of what might be its charac- 
ter; but he scorned thy admonition, 
viewing the apparently pitiful craft 
with contempt, and adopting no pre- 
cautions against it. Just in the dusk 
of evening the pirates ran along- 
side of his ship. As already remarked, 
the crew of Le Grande had sworn to 
stand by their captain; but in order to 
cut off all means of escape in the event 
of defeat, and therefore to make them 
fight with greater desperation, their 
chief, at the moment they were climb- 
ing the sides of the ship, caused the 
boat to be suddenly scuttled, and sunk. 
Indeed the boarding of the Spaniard 
was hastened by the necessity of leap- 
ing from their own vessel, already sink- 
ing beneath them. Under these cir- 
cumstances, the boarding was so rapid, 
that the Spaniards were completely 
taken by surprise ; so much so that as 
the pirates rushed into the great cabin, 
they found the captain, with several 
boon companions, engaged at a game 
of cards, Exclaiming that his assail- 
ants must be devils, the commander, 
with a pistol at his breast, was com- 
pelled to an immediate surrender. 
Meanwhile a portion of the assailants 
took possession of the ’ 
seized the arms, and killed all who re- 
sisted. This vigorous assault soon car- 
ried the ship by a surrender at discre- 
tion. She proved to be a rich prize; 
and the prisoners were treated with 
lenity, which was not always the course 
adopted by the buccaneers when they 
were disappointed in the amount of 
their expected plunder. Many were 
the crews compelled to pay with their 
lives for the poverty of their cargoes. 
In the present case Le Grande retained 
for his own service such of the com- 
mon sailors as he needed, and after set- 


ting the rest on shore, proceeded to 
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France with his prize, where he re- 
mained, without ever returning to 
America. 

The success of this exploit, and the 
rich reward by which it was crowned, 
at once stimulated the cupidity of the 
Tortugans, and fired their breasts with 
the ambition of emulating the bravery 
of the Great Peter. Those who were 
yet engaged in planting or in other 
honest occupations, at once abandoned 
them, and betook themselves to the 
more inviting trade of piracy. Being 
unable to build larger vessels than the 
boats or hoys then in use, they carried 
on the war in these against the smaller 
vessels of Spain engaged in the coast- 
ing trade and in the traffic of hides 
and tobacco with the inhabitants of 
Jamaica. The vessels thus captured 
were substituted for their own smaller 
craft, by means of which they were 
soon enabled to make longer voyages, 
and stretch across to the coasts of the 
Spanish main. At Campeachy and 
‘other points they found many trading 
vessels, and often ships of great burden. 
Two of these commercial vessels they 
captured, and also two large armed 
ships, all laden with plate, within the 
port of Campeachy, which they boldly 
entered for that purpose, and sailed 
with them in triumph to Tortuga. 
Suoh rich returns greatly augmented 
the wealth of the island; and every 
additional capture enabled them to in- 
crease their marine, until at the end of 
two years from the last achievement of 
Piérre Le Grande, the pirates had a 
navy, very well manned and equipped, 
of more than twenty ships of different 
sizes. With such a force, composed of 
men of the most desperate fortunes 
and dauntless courage, the commerce 
of Spain with her colonies in Central 
and South America was in a few years 
almost entirely destroyed. The ships 
bound from Europe for the colonies were 
rarely molested by the pirates, who 
chose to fall upon them when laden 
with the precious metals, which Spain, 
in her avarice, was transporting home 
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—not foreseeing that by that very pro- 
cess she was gradually working her own 
national ruin. Sometimes a fleet of 
galleons, when under strong convoy, 
succeeded in the return voyage ; but a 
single ship, of whatever strength or 
force, seldom escaped the vigilance of 
the pirates. They followed such fleets 
as they judged it unsafe to attack, and 
a slow sailer or a straggler was inevi- 
tably captured. So daring were these 
robbers, that even before they were en- 
abled to obtain a smaller craft, a crew 
of fifty-five of them in one of the large 
canoes sailed into the Southern Ocean, 
and proceeded along the coast of the 
continent as far north as California. 
On their return, they entered one of the 
ports of Peru, and captured a ship, the 
cargo of which was valued at several 
millions. Their canoe was then ex- 
changed for the noble prize, in which 
they returned in triumph. 

Preparations for their expeditions 
were made with the utmost care, and 
articles of agreement were always care- 
fully written out and signed; and the 
dealings of the robbers among each- 
other were usually characterized by the 
most scrupulous honor. In regard to 
their provisions, the rations were dis- 
tributed twice a day—the officers, from - 
the highest to the lowest, faring no bet- 
ter than the common sailor. It was 
stipulated exactly what sums of money 
or what proportionate sums each person 
engaged in a voyage should receive, 
with the understanding, of course, 
no prey, no pay. The commanders of 
the ships were frequently the owners. 
Sometimes they belonged to a com- 
pany of adventurers on board. In other 
instances they were chartered for the 
service of individuals or companies on 
shore. The first stipulation, therefore, 
on arranging for a voyage, regarded the 
compensation to be received by the 
owner or owners of the ship, being or- 
dinarily one third of the products of 
the cruise. If the boat or vessel in 
which an enterprise was first under- 
taken was the common property of the 








crew, the first vessel captured was al- 
lotted to the captain, with one share of 
the booty obtained. In cases where 
the captain owned and fitted out the 
original vessel, the first ship taken be- 
longed to him, with a double share of 
the plunder. The surgeon was allowed 
two hundred crowns for his medicine 
chest, and a single share of the prizes ; 
and whoever had the good fortune to 
descry a ship that was captured, re- 
ceived a reward of a hundred crowns. 
A tariff of compensation for the wound- 
ed was also adjusted according to the 
greater or less severity of the wounds 
they might receive. For example, the 
compensation for the loss of a right 
arm was six hundred pieces of eight, or 
six slaves as an equivalent; for a left 
arm, five hundred pieces of eight, or 
five slaves; for the loss of a right leg, 
five hundred pieces, or five slaves; for 
an eye, one hundred pieces, or one slave ; 
for the loss of a finger, the same. Claims 
of this character were first paid at the 
close of a voyage, from the common 
stock of the prize money. The com- 
mander of an expedition was allotted 
five portions of a common seaman ; and 
the subordinate officers shared in pro- 
portion to their rank. The residue of 
the booty was then divided with exact 
equality among the crews, from the 
highest to the lowest mariner, not ex- 
cepting the boys. Some of the duties 
of these latter were peculiar. For in- 
stance, when the pirates had captured 
a vessel better than their own, they 
transferred themselves to it, leaving the 
boys to escape from the deserted vessel 
last, after having set it on fire. Favor 
never had any influence in the distribu- 
tion of the booty, which was rigidly 
decided by lot—lots being drawn for 
the dead as well as for the living. The 
portions for the dead were given to 
their surviving companion; or if the 
companion had also been killed, the 
allotment was sent to the family of the 
deceased. If they had no families, then 
the money or plate or other goods that 
would have belonged to them was dis- 
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tributed to the poor, or piously be- 
stowed on churches, which wefe to pray 
for the souls of those in whose names 
the benefactions were given. These al- 
lowances to the dead and wounded 
were considered debts of honor—such 
as the brokers of Wall street would 
note as ‘confidential.’ Their inter- 
course with each other was marked 
with civility and kindness. They, of 
course, squandered their money on 
coming ashore, in all manner of dissipa- 
tion, and with the recklessness which 
has ever characterized the sailor. To 
those who were in want they would 
contribute freely ; and the kind offices 
of humanity among each other were 
readily interchanged. In ordinary 
cases, their prisoners were liberated, 
save those who were needed for their 
own assistance; and these were gener- 
aliy discharged after two or three years. 
Whenever they were in want of sup- 
plies, they landed upon the islands and 
levied exactions upon the people— 
planters and fishermen The green tur- 
tles, however, among the Florida Keys, 
supplied a large portion of their food ; 
and it is presumed that they became as 
great adepts in the turtle line as the 
corporation pirates of modern times. 
So extensively was the commerce of 
Spain in these seas, under her own flag, 
cut up, notwithstanding the ships of 
war repeatedly sent for its protection, 
that foreign flags were resorted to, in 
hopes of deceiving the rovers. But 
the ruse was not successful. Two of the 
buccaneer chiefs, Michael de Basco and 
Brouage, receiving intelligence that a 
cargo of great value had been shipped 
under the Dutch flag at Carthagena, 
in two ships much larger than their 
own, boldly entered the harbor, cap- 
tured both, and plundered them of their 
treasure. The Dutch captains, cha- 
grined at being thus beaten by inferior 
vessels, said to one of the pirate chiefs 
that had he been alone, he would not 
have dared thus to attack them. The 


buccaneer haughtily challenged myn- 
heer to fight the battle over again— 
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stipulating that his consort should 
stand aloof from the engagement, and, 
that should the Dutchman conquer, 
both the pirate vessels should be his. 
The challenge, however, was not ac- 
cepted. At another time, when Basco 
and two other chiefs, named Jonqué 
and Laurence Le Graff, were cruising 
before Carthagena with three indiffer- 
ent vessels, two Spanish men-of-war 
put out to attack them. The result 
was the capture of both the latter by 
the pirates, who kept the ships, but 
magnanimously sent the crews on shore 
—affecting, from the ease with which 
they had been vanquished, to look upon 
them with utter contempt. 

There was yet another pirate chief, 
whose name stands out in bold relief, 
for his infamous crueltics, even among 
the bloody records of the buccaneers. 
He was a Dutchman by birth, who had 
settled in Brazil during the occupancy 
of that country by the United Provinces. 
On the restoration of the-Portuguese to 
their Brazilian possessions this bloody 
wretch retreated to Jamaica. His name 
not being known, he received the sou- 
briquet of Rock Braziliano, by which 
he was henceforward known. Very 
soon after his arrival at Jamaica, he 
joined the pirates, first as an ordinary 
mariner ; and acquitted himself so well 
as to gain, in a short time, the respect 
and affection of his comrade». A mu- 
tiny breaking out on board the vessel 
in which he was embarked, caused a 
separation of the crew ; a second vessel 
was taken possession of by a portion 
of them, and Braziliano chosen chie# 
He pursued his career with various suc- 
cess and the most frightful cruelty. 
His hatred of the Spaniards was ex- 
ceedingly bitter, and when landing in 
Spanish settlements to procure provi- 
sions, he frequently roasted the inhabit- 
ants alive if they were not forthcoming 
at his command. In one of his cruises 
upon the coast of South America, he 
was wrecked, and his vessel lost. 
Escaping to the shore with his crew of 
only thirty men, he was pursued by a 
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troop of one hundred Spanish cavalry. 
Upon these he turned, and defeated 
them with terrible slaughter, and with 
but trifling loss to himself. Mounting 
the horses of the slain, Braziliano con- 
tinued his course coastwise, until, fall- 
ing in with some boats from Cam- 
peachy, which he seized, he made sail 
for Jamaica—capturing another ship on 
the voyage laden with merchandise 
and a large amount of money in pieces 
of eight. Remaining on shore long 
enough to dissipate their booty in the 
usual round of drunkenness and de- 
bauchery which characterized the buc- 
caneers when not upon the wave, Bra- 
ziliano and his companions put to sea 
again, directing their course to his old 
haunts about Campeachy. Shortly 
after his arrival, while looking into the 
port, in a small boat, to espy what ships 
were offering for prizes, he was cap- 
tured and thrown into prison. The 
Spanish authorities determined upon 
his execution; but in consequence of 
an admonition that terrible vengeance 
would be inflicted upon all Spanish 
prisoners falling into the hands of the 
pirates, in the event of his punishment, 
this horrible villain was released upon 
the security of his own oath, that he 
would forthwith relinquish his profes- 
sion. But before he reached Jamaica 
on his return, he captured another 
prize ; and after the avails of that were 
spent in every species of debauch, he 
went to sea again, committing greater 
robberies and cruelties than ever. 
Jamaica, though a British possession, 
having, as we have seen, long afforded 
a market for the pirates, had in process 
of time become equally a rendezvous 
with Tortuga. Wealth, in immense 
quantities, had been poured into that 
island by the pirates, and had been dif- 
fused thence among the other West 
India possessions, British and French. 
The licentiousness of the buccaneers 
was unbounded, and their blood-stained 
spoils were scattered with incredible 
prodigality. Indeed they seemed to be 
at a loss how to spend their money fast 














enough. Their captains had been 
known to purchase pipes of wine, place 
them in the street, knock in the head, 
and compel every passer-by to drink ; 
and*mention is made of one, who, re- 
turning from an expedition with three 
thousand dollars in his pocket, was 
sold into slavery three months after- 
ward for a debt of forty shillings. If 
admonished in regard to their reckless 
waste of money, their reply was that 
their lives were not like those of other 
men, Though alive to-day, they might 
be dead to-morrow, and hence it was 
folly for them to hoard their treasure. 
‘Live to-day,’ was their maxim, ‘ to- 
morrow may take care of itself.’ Those, 
theréfore, who, were worth millions to- 
day, robbed by courtezans and stripped 
at the gaming table, were often penni- 
less in a week—destitute of clothes and 
even the necessaries of life. They had 
therefore no recourse but to return to 
the sea, and levy new contributions, to 
be dissipated as before. 

But the commerce of Spain with her 
colonies was ruined. Failing in her 
exertions to conquer the buccaneers, 
and finding them to be so firmly estab- 
lished as to defy any force which she 
could send against them, and wearied 
in making so many consignments, as it 
were, directly into their hands, Spain 
dismantled her commercial marine and 
closed her South American ports, in 
the hope—a vain one, as it proved— 
that when the resources of the pirates 
upon the high seas were cut off, their 
establishments would be necessarily bro- 
ken up, and the freebooters themselves 
disperse. But far different was the event. 
No sooner had these rapacious and 
savage men ascertained that there were 
VoL, 11.—46 
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no more galleons of her bullion te be 
taken, than they concentrated their 
forces, with a determination to strike 
nearer the mines themselves. Powerful 
expeditions were therefore openly or- 
ganized at Jamaica and elsewhere, for 
the purpose of making descents upon 
the cities and towns of the Spanish 
main. The temptations to such a course 
were indeed strong ; and the Spaniards, 
by their ostentatious display, materially 
assisted in their own ruin. For in- 
stance, the city of Lima, in 1682, on 
the occasion of the public entry of the 
viceroy, actually had the streets paved 
with ingots of silver, to the amount of 
seventeen millions sterling! ‘Whata 
pretty prize,’ exclaims the London Times, 
‘for a few honest tars!’ Then the 
splendor and magnificence of their 


-churches, ornamented with immense 


gold and silver images, crucifixes, and 
candlesticks, and not unfrequently 
large altars of massive silver, became 
objects of a devout regard. Nor did the 
pirates fail to present themselves before 
every accessible shrine; for in truth, 
they swept over the vast central portion 
of the continent from Florida to Peru, 
plundering and laying in waste the 
most populous regions, and the wealth- 
iest cities—meeting, moreover, with less 
resistance than attended the march of 
Cortez and Alvarado in achieving the 
conquest. Their visitations were sud- 
den, and wherever they struck their 
blows fell like the thunderbolt. The 
consequence was that the consternation 
of the people upon the land became as 
great as their terror upon the ocean. 
The great roads were deserted; and 
the lands were no more ploughed than 
the sea. 









Virginia. 


VIRGINIA. 


(SUGGESTED BY A PAINTING BY J. McENTEE.) 


* The tree has lost its blossoms, . . . 
But the sap lasts,—and still the seed we find 
Sown deep even in the bosom of the North ; 
So shall a bitter spring less bitter fruit bring forth.’ 
Childe Harold. 


Was and weird the solemn twilight gleameth in the dreary sky, 
Dusky shadows growing deeper, sad night-breezes sorrowing by, 
Sighing ’mid the leafless bushes bending o’er the sullen stream, 
Wailing ’mid the fire-stained ruins darkly rising ’gainst the gleam 
Of the wild unearthly twilight. In the shivering evening air 
Cheerless lie the gloomy meadows—blight and ruin everywhere ! 


Far away the wide plain stretches, dark and desolate it lies 

*Neath the shuddering winds that murmur, ’neath the gleaming of the skies ; 
Hark to the swollen river, how it moaneth in its flow, 

*Mid the bridge’s fallen arches, ‘neath the bushes bending low, 

Now unbroken by a ripple, flowing silently and still, 

Gives again unto the heavens twilight gleaming wan and chill. 


Where the corn once waved in beauty its bright wealth of shining leaves, 
Glittering in the noonday’s glory, rustling in the summer eves, 

As the murmuring wind swept o'er it, bending low each tasselled head, 
"Neath the soft and shimmering radiance by the moon of summer shed— 
There no plough will make its furrow—waste the sunny field doth lie, 
And no grain will wave its tresses to the breezes wailing by. 


Where amid the whispering forests once the laughing sunlight fell, 

Fallen tree and blackened stump now the dreary story tell 

Of the woe and desolation sad Virginia shadowing o’er, 

From the fatal Rappahannock to Potomac’s fort-crowned shore, 

Tell the tale of saddened hearthstones, desolate hearts that mourn each day 
For the dearly loved ones stricken, wounded, dying, far away. 


Wake, Virginia! from thy slumber, from thy wild and traitorous dream ; 
Wake! and welcome loyal Northmen, sabres’ ring and bayonets’ gleam ; 
Cast aside the clanking fetters that still echo on thy soil, 

Teach thy sons that no dishonor clings to manly, honest toil : 

So again thy tree shall blossom, fairer, stronger than before, 

And God’s peace will rest upon thee, thy scourged fields will hover o’er. 
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We remember many years ago pass- 
ing directly from the gallery of Diissel- 
dorf pictures, then recently opened in 
New- York, to the hall of the National 
Academy. The contrast to a lover of 
his country was a painful one. The 
foreign school possessed mpeness of de- 
sign, and accurate, if in many instances 
somewhat mannered and artificial exe- 
cution. The native collection exhibited 
a poverty in conception, and a harsh- 
ness and crudity in performance, sadly 
discouraging to one who would fain see 
the fine arts progress in equal measure 
with the more material elements of civ- 
ilization. Since that time, however, 
year by year, the art of painting, at 
least, has steadily advanced, the light 
of genius has been granted to spring 
from our midst, our artists dwelling in 
foreign lands have returned to find a 
congenial atmosphere under their na- 
tive skies, and, in so far as landscape 
is concerned, we have now no need to 
shun comparison with the best pictures 
produced abroad. Our school is an 
original one, for our artists have gone 
to the great teacher, Nature, who has 
shown them without stint the bright 
sun, luminous sky, pearly dawns, hazy 
middays, glowing sunsets, shimmering 
twilights, golden moons, rolling mists, 
fantastic clouds, wooded hills, snow- 
capped peaks, waving grain fields, pri- 
meval forests, tender spring foliage, 
gorgeous autumnal coloring, grand cat- 
aracts, leaping brooks, noble rivers, 
clear lakes, bosky dells, lichen-covered 
crags, and varied seacuasts of this 
western continent. Here is no lack of 
diversity, here are studies in unity, both 
simple and complex, and here, too, even 
civilized man need not necessarily be 
unpicturesque ; witness Launt Thomp- 
son's ‘ Trapper,’ Rogers’s bits of petri- 
fied history, or Eastman Johnson’s vivid 


delineations of scenes familiar to us 
all. We have no reason to follow in 
any beaten, hackneyed track, but, with- 
in the needful restrictions of good sense, 
good taste, and the teachings of nature, 
may wander wherever the bent of our 
gifts may lead us. We may choose sen- 
sational subjects, striking contrasts, 
with Church, follow the exquisite tra- 
ceries of shadow, of mountain top and 
fern-clad rock, with Bierstadt, learn the 
secrets of the innermost souls of the’ 
brute creation with Beard, revel in cool 
atmospheres and transparent waters 
with Kensett, paint in light with Gif- 
ford, in poetry with McEntee, or with 
Whittredge seek the tranquil regions 
of forest shade or quiet interior. 

In the examination of every work of 
art, we find three questions to be asked : 
Has it something to say ; is that some- 
thing worth saying; is it well said? 
In painting, poetry, music, sculpture, 
and architecture, satisfactory replies 
must be given, or the mind refuses to 
recognize the work under consideration 
as fulfilling the conditions necessary to 
perfection within its individual range. 
Too often worthlessness of meaning is 
hidden under exquisite execution, the 
most dangerous form an aberration 
from the true principles of art can take, 
especially in an age when the material 
receives an undue proportion of atten- 
tion, and the spirit is exposed to so 
many risks of being replaced by a false, 
outside glitter. A worthy, noble, or 
beautiful idea, clad in a corresponding 
form, is then the core of every art pro- 
duction ; and although much of which 
the fundamental idea is neither worthy, 
noble, nor beautiful, is sometimes ad- 
mired, yet the impression on the whole 
is painful, as would be exquisite dic- 
tion and entrancing eloquence flowing 
from the lips of a man of genius argu- 
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ing in a cause unholy and pernicious to 
the best interests of humanity. 
Notwithstanding the tasteful and 
judicious arrangement of the pictures 
* in the hall of exhibition, No. 625 Broad- 
Way, & cursory survey only is required 
to enforce the conviction that the neces- 
sities of light and space demand -the 
erection of a building especially adapt- 
ed to the purposes of an academy of 
design, and we hope the fellowship 
fund will speedily justify the com- 
mencement of that important under- 


The first picture that meets the eye 
on entering, is one of ‘Startled Deer,’ 
by W. H. Beard, N. A. (No. 197). This 
is a noble delineation—such stately 
forms, splendid positions, and ex- 
pressive eyes! This artist is not con- 
tent with giving us color, shape, and 
every hair exact, but we look through 
the creatures’ eyes into the depths of 
their being. His animals love, fear, 
wonder—in short, are capable of all the 
manifold feelings pertaining to the 
brute creation. Who can say how much 
of that creation is destined to perish 
forever! The gesture of the spotted 
fawn seems reason sufficient why the 
Lord of love should one day give hap- 
piness and security in return for appre- 
hension and pain suffered here below, 
especially if indeed the sin of man be 
the moral cause of the sorrows incident 
to the lower existences. At all events, 
Beard’s animals are so endowed with 
individual characteristics, that we 
make of them personal friends, who can 
never die so long as our memories en- 
dure. The herbage in the foreground 
is tenderly wrought, and the whole pic- 
ture preaches an impressive sermon. 

No. 151. ‘An Autumn Evening ’— 
Regis Gignoux, N. A. This picture 
does not satisfy us nearly so fully as 
others we have seen by the same artist. 
The general effect strikes us as some- 
what artificial, the light does not seem 
to fall clearly from the sky, but as if 
through prisms or tinted glass. We 
have seen the inside of a shell, or the 
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edge of a white cloud turned toward 
the sun, glittering with similar hues, 
very beautiful for a small object, but 
wanting in dignity and repose for an 
entire landscape. We remember with 
‘great pleasure Gignoux’s ‘ Autumn in 
Virginia,’ and his painting of ‘ Niagara 
by Moonlight’ gave us a far more ma- 
jestic impression of the great cataract 
than the famous day representation by 
Church. As we gazed, we called to 
mind a certain night when the moon 
stood full in the heavens, vivid lunar 
bows played about our feet, and, mount- 
ing the tower, we looked down into the 
apparently bottomless abyss, dark with 
clouds of mist, seething, foaming, and 
thundering. We shuddered, and has- 
tened down the narrow stairway, feel- 
ing as if all nature must speedily be 
drawn into the terrible vortex, and we 
become a mere atom amid chaos. The 
picture caused us a shivering thrill, and 
we acknowledged the power of the 
artist. 

No. 90. ‘Mansfield Mountain, Sun- 
set’—S. R. Gifford, N. A. A glorious 
tale, gloriously told! ‘The heavens 
show forth the glory of God, and the 
firmament declareth the work of his 
hands. Day to day uttereth speech, 
and night to night showeth knowledge. 
* * * He hath set his tabernacle 
in the sun; and he * * * hath 
rejoiced as a giant to run the way: 
His going out is from the end of heav- 
en, and his circuit even to the end 
thereof: and there is no one that 
can hide himself from his heat.’ This 
artist seems literally to have dip- 
ped his brush in light, pure light. We 
remember a juvenile book, entitled, 
‘A Trap to catch a Sunbeam ;’ such a 
trap must Gifford possess; he surely 
keeps tubes filled with'real rays where- 
with to flood the canvas and transfigure 
the simplest subject. Here we have a 
mountain, a lake, some sky, clouds, and 
a setting sun—but what an admirable 
combination! The picture seems fairly 
to illumine that part of the gallery in 
which it is placed. Had'the artist lived 














in the olden time, he might have been 
feloniously made way with for his se- 
cret, but the present age seems more 
, generous, and his fellow workers delight 
‘to praise and honor his genius. We 
find from the same hand ‘ Kauterskill 
Clove’ (No. 15)—a flood of golden 
beams poured upon a mountain glen, 
with rifted sides, autumn foliage, and 
_ a tiny stream; a coming storm ob- 
scures but does not hide the distant 
hills. A bold delineation—but very 
beautiful, and true to the character of 
the scenery it represents, There are 
also a reminiscence of the present war 
(‘ Baltimore, 1862—Twilight,’ No. 409), 
and one of foreign travel (‘ Como,’ No. 
885), equally suggestive of—not paint 
—but real, palpitating atmosphere. 

No. 49. ‘Mount Tahawas, Adiron- 
dacs’—J. McEntee, N. A. A picture 
of great simplicity and grandeur, and 
one we should never weary of looking 
into, waiting for the opaline lights of 
dawn to deepen into the full glory of 
day. This, like all the works of Mc- 
Entee we have had the good fortune to 
see, bears the impress of a poet-soul. 
A vague stretching forth toward the 
regions of the infinite, a melancholy re- 
membrance of some enduring sorrow, a 
tender reminiscence of scenes peculiar 
to certain heartfelt seasons of the year, 
a hazy foreshadowing of coming win- 
ter, a lingering over the last dying hour 
of day, a presaging of storms to come, 
or a lotus-eating dream by some quiet 
lake, are the themes to be evolved from 
many of his conceptions. Alas for ‘ Vir- 
ginia’ (No. 218), mother of presidents, 
and nurse of the Union! Can it indeed 
be her sky that shines down so weird 
and strange over desolate plains, 
through broken walls and shattered 
beams, and darkens-as it shrinks in 
horror from the broken bridge once 
spanning the blood-stained waters of 
the fatal run? No. 233 is a‘ Twilight,’ 
No. 58 an‘ October on the Hudson,’ 
and No. 171 a ‘ Late Autumn,’ by the 
same artist, all excellent specimens of 
his tender and poetical mode of hand- 
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ling a subject. In looking at one of 
his pictures, we think more of the mat- 
ter than the manner, and, carefully cor- 
rect as is the latter, the mind is often 
too filled with emotion to care to ex- 
amine into the very minutiz, whose del- 
icate execution has so powerfully aided 
to produce the general effect. ; 

No. 123. ‘Morning in the White 
Mountains ’—J. F. Kensett, N. A. Ex- 
cellent in every way, with crystal wa- 
ter, living rocks, and rose-tinted morn- 
ing clouds. 

No. 74. ‘Coast Scene, Mount Des- 
ert’—F. E. Church, N. A. A puzzle. 
We are glad once more to welcome to 
a public gallery a significant work by 
this widely known and much admired 
artist. Of late, the exhibition of such 
works (in so far as we know) invariably 
alone, may perhaps have subjected him 
to some misconception. 

No. 78. ‘The Window ’—W. Whit- 
tredge, N. A. This is a charming pic- 
ture of a home that must be dear to all 
the dwellers therein. A lovely land- 
scape is seen through an open window, 
which admits a mellow light to fall 
upon a Turkey rug, tasteful furniture, 
and that ‘ wellspring of joy in a house,’ 
a young soul, endowed with undevel- 
oped, perhaps wonderful capacities, 
crowing in the arms of a turbaned 
nurse. It is altogether one of the best 
interiors ever exhibited in New York, 
No. 305, ‘Summer,’ a pleasant nook, 
and No. 121, ‘Autumn, New Jersey,’ 
are by the same accomplished hand. 
The latter is a meadow scene, with a 
pleasing sky, some graceful trees in the 
foreground, and a most attractive bit of 
Virginia creeper dipping into a clear 
pool. The gifts of W. Whittredge are 
manifold, and his works conspicuous 
for variety in subject and treatment, 
In the small room, we observed a por- 
trait of this artist by H. A. Loop, N. A., 
a beautiful picture and excellent like- 
ness, We do not wonder the fine head 
tempted Mr. Loop to expend upon it 
his best care. 

No. 181. 


‘Portrait of Dr. O. A. 
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Brownson’—G. P. A. Healy, H. A 
powerful portrait of a man who has 
never been ashamed openly to confess 
that he could be wiser to-day than he 
was yesterday. We never met Dr. 
Brownson, and it was with a thrill of 
Pleasure that we beheld the massive 
head containing so eminent an intelli- 
gence. The learned tomes, antique 
chair, and entire attitude are in excel- 
lent keeping. 

No. 66. ‘Fagot Gatherer’—R. M. 
Staigg, N. A. We owe this artist much 
for his beautiful inculcations of the 
charities of life. How many stray pen- 
nies may not his little street sweeper 
have drawn from careless passers-by ? 
No. 59, ‘ Cat’s Cradle,’ is another pleas- 
ing representation of an attractive sub- 


No. 202. ‘Anita ’—George H. Hall. 
The sweet face, harmonious coloring, 
and simple pose of this little Spanish 
girl has made an ineffaceable impression 
on our memory. We should like to 
have her always nearus. The fruit and 
flower pieces of this genial artist are 
delightful and satisfactory. 

No. 468. ‘Elaine, Bas Relief —L. 
Thompson, N. A. The face of Elaine 
is of great sweetness, and the tender 
trouble on the brow, in the eyes, and 
quivering round the mouth, seems al- 
most too ethereal to have been actually 
prisoned in marble. We think if the 
Elaine of the legend had looked thus 
upon Launcelot, ‘and he were truly all 
that poets sing him, he could not long 
have preferred to her the light-minded 
Guenevere. The busts of children by 
the same hand are also fine, so truthful 
and characteristic. A worthy pupil is 
Thompson of that natural school of 
which Palmer was our first distin- 
guished representative. 

No. 466. ‘The Union Refugees "— 
John Rogers. This group tells its own 
sad tale. The stern defiance in the 
face of the young patriot, the sorrow- 
stricken but confiding attitude of the 
mother, and the child’s uplifted gaze 
of wonder, speak of scenes doubtless 
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often repeated in the history of the 
past two years—scenes which must sink 
deeply into the hearts of all beholders. 

No. 467. ‘Freedman’—J. Q. A. 
Ward, A. This picture, no doubt, has 
its fine points, but to our mind it is 
rather conventional. Neither does it 
bear out its allegorical relation to the 
freedmen of our continent. If the 
chains of the negro are being broken, 
he does not appear in the character of 
a Hercules, but rather as a patient and 
enduring martyr, awaiting the day of 
deliverance appointed by Heaven. 

No. 10. ‘Sunrise at Narragansett’ 
—W. S. Hazeltirie, N. A. A fine effect 
of transparent sky, faithful rocks, and 
rolling surf. The warmth of coloring 
and vivid reality of this picture render 
it eminently pleasing. 

No. 211. ‘The Adirondacks from 
near Mount Mansfield’—R. W. Hub- 
bard, N. A. A beautiful foreground 
of fine trees and rocks, with a far-away 
lookout over a hazy distance. A lake 
glitters in the plain beneath, and the 
whole scene is harmoniously bewitching 
and tranquillizing. | 

No. 158. ‘ Out in the Fields’—A. D. 
Shattuck, N. A. A charming pastoral, 
with some elms, graceful and feathery 
as the far-famed trees on the meadows 
of North Conway. 

No. 27. ‘Heart’s Ease ’—William 
P. W. Dana, A. We heard a little 
three and a half year old reply, in an- 
swer to a question as to which picture 
she would prefer taking home with her 
from the Academy: ‘ The sick child ;’ 
and we could not wonder at her choice, 
for a more touching design has seldom 
been placed on canvas. The name, the 
accompaniments, and the child’s ex- 
pression betoken a rare delicacy of con- 
ception. The flowers are exquisite, 
and the cheerful contrast of color in 
the drapery seems a promise of gayer, 
if not happier hours. 

But space—together, probably, with 
the patience of our readers—fails for the 
enumeration of all the interesting and 
meritorious paintings in the exhibition 














of 68; otherwise, we might discourse 
at length upon the two masterly works 
by Bierstadt (Nos. 6 and 35), the 
‘Swiss Lake,’ by Casilear, W. T. Rich- 
ards’s carefully elaborated foregrounds, 
Huntington’s charming figures, De 
Haas’s spirited sea scenes, and other 
meritorious productions under names 
well known to the lovers of art in New 
York. 


Was He Successful ? 
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As good ofttimes springs from evil, 
may not perhaps the present severe trial 
through which our country is passing 
aid in lifting the hearts of her children 
to more spiritual regions, that they may 
approach ever nearer and nearer to a 
more thorough comprehension and en- 
joyment of the ‘Eternal Beauty, ever 
ancient and ever new,’ as feebly mir- 
rored in human art ? 


WAS HE SUCCESSFUL? 


‘Do but grasp into the thick of human life! Every one lives it—to not many is it known ; and 


seize it where you will, it is interesting.’ —-GogTHE, 


‘Svcozssrut.—Terminating in accomplishing what is wished or intended..—Wessrer'’s Dic- 


tionary. 
CHAPTER Iv.—( Continued.) 

Durning the long weeks of Joel 
Burns’s illness and convalescence, he 
had become much attached to James 
Egerton. And when the medical stu- 
dent quitted Burnsville, after carry- 
ing Mr. Burns through the fever in tri- 
umph, the latter felt more grateful than 
words would express. It is true, young 
Egerton remained at his bedside by 
direction of the physician whose pupil 
he was: still the manner in which he 
had discharged his duties won the heart 
of the patient. So, when at length he 
was preparing to depart, Joel Burns 
endeavored to think of some way to 
manifest his appreciation which would 
be acceptable to the youth. This was 
difficult. Both were of refined natures, 
and it was not easy to bring the matter 
to pass. Mr. Burns, at length, after 
expressing his grateful sense of his de- 
votion, ‘plainly told Egerton that he 
would delight to be of service to him 
if it were possible. 

‘I feel obliged to you, Mr. Burns,’ 
said the student; ‘but it is not just 
that I should excite such emotions in 
your breast. Let me confess that while 
I do respect and esteem you, it is love 





of my profession, and not of any indi- 
vidual, which has led me to use more 
than ordinary care while attending to 
your case. I have a firm belief in the 
method of my principal, and it is a 
labor of love with me to endeavor to 
demonstrate the truth of his theory in 
the treatment of typhus fever. Your 
case was a magnificent one, My master 
is right, and I know it.’ 

‘Now you take just the ground I 
admire; you enable me to say what 
before I hesitated to speak of, said Mr. 
Burns, warmly. ‘Tell me honestly 
how you are situated. Can I not aid 
in affording you still further advan- 
tages for study and practical observa- 
tion ?’ 

‘Mr. Burns,’ replied the student, ‘ it is 
my turn to feel grateful—grateful for 
such genial recognition of what I am, or 
rather what I hope to make myself. 
Something of your own history I have 
learned in this place—this place of your 
own creation—and I may say there are 
points of analogy between your own 
early struggles and mine, But I must 
depend on myself. To accept aid from 
you would weaken me, and that you 
would not wish to do.’ 
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*Go, said Mr. Burns, with enthu- 
siasm ; ‘go, and God go with you. 
But promise me this: let me hear from 
you regularly, Let me not lose sight 
of one of whom I hope so much.’ 

‘ That I promise with pleasure.’ 

Then he turned to find Sarah, to bid 
her good by. She was running across 
the lawn, but stopped abruptly on hear- 
ing her name called. 

‘ Little maiden,’ said the young man, 
‘I am going away. We shall have 
no more races together. WhenI see 
you again, it won’t do for either of us 
to romp and run about.’ 

‘Why? Are you not coming to see 
us till you are old ?’ 

‘I don’t know that, but I shall not 
come very soon. After a while I shall 
go across the ocean, and: you will grow 
up to be a young woman. So I must 
say a long good-by now to my little 
patient.’ 

Sarah was twelve, Egerton scarcely 
twenty. For the instant, young as she 
was, there was actually established 
between them a sentimental relation. 
They stood a moment looking at each 
other. 

‘ @ood-by,’ said Egerton, taking her 
hand. ‘I think I must have this for a 
keepsake.’ It was a straggling curl, 
detached from its companions, which 
the student laid hold of. Sarah said 
not one word, but took a neat little 
morocco ‘ housewife’ from her pocket, 
produced a small: pair of scissors, and 
elipped the curl quickly, leaving it in 
Egerton’s hand. 

* You won’t forget me,’ he said. 

‘No.’ 

In an instant more she was bounding 
over the green grass, while the other 
walked slowly into the house. In a 
few minutes he was off. I do not 
think this scene produced any impres- 
sion on Sarah Burns beyond the passing 
moment; but to Egerton, who was just 
of an age to cherish such an incident, 
it furnished material for a romantic 
idea, which he nourished until it came 
to be a part of his life plans. What- 
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ever was the reason which actuated 
him, it is a fact that he wrote Mr. 
Burns, not often, to be sure, but quite 
regularly. After two or three years he 
went abroad, still keeping up his cor- 
respondence. Mr. Burns, for some rea- 
son we will not conjecture, was not in 
the habit of speaking to his daughter 
about Egerton. Possibly he did not 
wish her to remember him as a grown- 
up man while she was still a little girl. 
Possibly, he desired, should they ever 
meet, that their acquaintance might 
commence afresh. At any rate, Sarah 
was left quite to forget the existence 
of the young fellow who watched by 
her so faithfully; or if by some chance 
some recollection of him, as connected 
with that dreadful season, came into 
her mind, it was purely evanescent and 
without consequence. Mr. Burns, how- 
ever, always cherished certain hopes. 
The reader will recollect his sadness of 
heart when he discovered how matters 
stood between Sarah and Hiram Meek- 
er. This was owing principally to his 
honest aversion to Hiram; but a disap- 
pointment lurked at the bottom. It 
was only the week before the scene at 
the preparatory lecture that he had 
received a letter from Egerton, written 
on American soil, advising him of his 
return from Europe in a vessel just ar- 
rived from Marseilles. Mr. Burns an- 
swered it immediately, inviting him to 
come at once and make him a visit ; 
but he breathed not a word of this to 
Sarah. 

Affairs between her and Hiram were 
brought to a crisis much faster than 
Mr. Burns could have anticipated. In 
short, Dr. Egerton arrived at the most 
auspicious moment possible. But I 
shall not be precipitate. On the con- 
trary, I shall leave the lovers, if lovers 
they are to be, to pursue their destiny 
in the only true way, namely, through 
a tantalizing maze of hopes and fears 
and doubfs and charming hesitations 
and anxieties to a denouement, while I 
return to the proper subject of this nar- 
rative—Hiram Meeker. 








CHAPTER V. 

Hill has opened a wholesgle liquor 
store on his own account! Where did 
Hill raise the money to start in business 
—a poor devil who could never get 
eighteen pence ahead in the world? 
It does not appear. For one, I will 
say that Hiram Meeker did not furnish 
it. He not only belongs to the temper- 
ance society, but he believes all traffic 
in the ‘ deadly poison’ to be a sin, Still 
where did Hill get the money or the 
credit to start a wholesale liquor con- 
cern? More than this, Hill is doing a 
pretty large business. Singular to say, 
he drinks less and swears less than he 
did. He is more respectable apparent- 
ly. He has a very fine store in Water 
street. He does not deal in adulterated 
liquors. He sells his articles, if the 
customer desires it, ‘in bond ;’ that is, 
from under the key of the custom house, 
which of course insures their purity. 
By a singular coincidence, Hill’s store is 
adjoining a ‘U.S. Bonded Warehouse.’ 
-}- Hill’s goods, for convenience’ sake, are 
sent to that particular warehouse—fre- 
quently. The liquors are stored in the 
basement. This basement is not sup- 
posed to communicate with the base- 
ment of Hill’s store. Certainly not. 
Yet Hill, solus, entirely and absolutely 
solus, spends many evenings in the base- 
ment of his store. Hill is a large pur- 
chaser of pure spirits. Pure spirits are 
worth thirty-one centsa gallon,and bran- 
dy of right brand is worth two or three 
dollars a gallon. One gallon of pure 
spirits mixed with two gallons of brandy 
cannot be detected by ninety-nine per- 
sons of a hundred. Some say it is 
equally difficult to detect a half-and- 
half mixture. Still Hill sells his brandy 
in bond. I repeat, Hiram Meeker does 
not furnish Hill the money. It is true, 
their intimacy still continues. Further, 
Hill has good references—none other 
than H. Bennett & Co. Strange as it 
may seem, H. Bennett himself has been 
known to put his name on Hill’s paper. 
Yet Iam told he does not even know 
Hill by sight! Hill is making money, 
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though—is making it fast. Hiram is 
still in the house of Hendly, Layton & 
Gibb, but this has not prevented him 
from making, with permission of the 
firm, several ventures on his own ac- 
count. These ventures always turn out 
well. It was not long since he shipped 
a schooner load of potatoes to New 
Orleans on information derived from 
the master of a vessel which had made 
a remarkably rapid passage, and who 
reported to him, and to him only. He 
more than doubled his money on this 
venture. . 

In Dr. Chellis’s church, Hiram has 
made respectable progress. He has 
permitted himself to break over the 
strict rule first adopted as to his social 
life. He goesa little into society—the 
very best society which that congrega- 
tion furnishes. Report says he is en- 
gaged to Miss Tenant. She is the only 
child of Amos Tenant, of the firm of 
Allwise, Tenant & Co. This firm is 
reputed to be worth over a million of 
dollars. Miss Tenant— Miss Emma 
Tenant—is the young lady who, from 
the first, took such andnterest in Hiram 
at the Sunday school. She is an ex- 
cellent girl. She is very pretty, too, and, 
I am sorry to say, she seems to have 
fallen in love—really and positively in 
love with Hiram. He, the calculating 
wretch, has canvassed the whole mat- 
ter, has made careful investigations of 
the condition of the house of Allwise, 
Tenant & Co., and has satisfied himself 
that it is firm as a rock, and that Mr. 
Tenant is no doubt worth the pretty 
sum of three hundred and fifty thousand 
dollars, or such a matter. 

Emma is an only child ! 

Oh, Hiram, how dare you utter those 
vows of love and constancy and ever- 
lasting regard and affection, coming, as 
you do, with your fingers fresh from 
turning the leaves at the register’s 
office, where, forgetting your dinner, 
you have spent the entire afternoon in 
satisfying yourself about the real estate 
held by ‘ Amos Tenant ?’ Had the rec- 


ord under your precious investigation 
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not been satisfactory, you would not 
have spent five minutes thereafter in 
the society of Emma Tenant. 

Yet your conscience does not re- 
proach you. No, not one bit. Posi- 
tively you are not aware of anything 
reprehensible or even indelicate in 
what you are about. Thinking of the 
matter, as you carefully scan the books 
of record, you regard it precisely as 
you would any other investigation. To 
you it is essential that the girl you are 
to marry should have money. If she 
has, you will love her (for it is your 
duty to love your wife); if she has not, 
you cannot love her, and of course (du- 
ty again) you cannot wed her. 

Poor Emma Tenant! No protecting 
instinct warns you against the young 
man who is now making such fervid 
protestations. You receive all he says 
as holy truth, sincere, earnest avowal, 
out of his heart into yours, for time and 
for eternity ! 

You, Emma Tenant, are a good girl, 
innocent and good: why, oh, why does 
not your. nature shrink by this contact ? 

* * * * * 

We forbear to paint the love scene in 
which Hiram figures. Enough to say 
that Emma could not and did not 
disguise the state of her affections. 
Yes, she confessed it, confessed she had 
been attracted by Hiram (poor thing) 
from the day she first saw him enter 
the Sunday school to take his place as 
one of its teachers. 

How happy she was as she sat trem- 
bling with emotion, her hand in Hiram’s 
calculating grasp, while she blushingly 
made her simple confessicn. 

‘ But your father, interposed Hiram, 
anxiously—‘ he will never give his con- 
sent.’ 

‘ And why will he not?’ replied Em- 
ma. ‘Iam sure he hkes you already, 


and when he knows ’"— 

She stopped, and blushed deeper than 
ever. 
‘ When he knows,’ said Hiram, taking 
up the sentence, ‘ he will hate me: I am 
sure he will.’ 
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‘ How can you say so?’ replied the 
confiding. girl. ‘I am his only child, 
and he will approve of anything which 
is for my happiness.’ 

‘But he may not think an engage- 
ment with me (you see Hiram was deter- 
mined on the engagement) will be for 
your happiness. I am not known here 
—am not yet in business for myself, al- 
though so far as that is concerned ’"— 

‘Don’t speak so—it pains me; as if I 
could think of such things now,’ she 
whispered, as if really in bodily dis- 
tress. 

‘But it must be mentioned, and at 
once; we must tell your parents. It 
would be highly improper not to do so.’ 

He meant to make all sure. 

‘Oh, well, I suppose you are right, 
but it will make no difference to papa 
if you had nota penny. I have heard 
him say so a thousand times.’ 

‘Have you,’ replied Hiram, drawing 
a long breath, ‘ have you really ?” 

‘Indeed I have. He has always said 
he would prefer to see me marry a high- 
minded, honorable young man, of strict 
integrity, without a cent in the world, to 
the richest man living, if he were sordid 
and calculating. Oh, he despises such 
persons. Now are you satisfied ?’ 

Hiram was satisfied, that is, logi- 
cally ; but somehow he elt a hit, and in 
spite of himself his countenance was 
clouded, and he was silent. 

‘I have said something to wound 
you. I know I have,’ exclaimed Emma. 
.*To wound me! My angel, my’— 
etc., etc., etc. (the pen refuses to do its 
office when I come to record Hiram’s 
love expressions). ‘ How can you think 
so at this moment of my greatest rap- 
ture, my most complete ’— etc., etc., 
etc. (pen fails again). ‘It was my in- 
tense joy and satisfaction to learn how 
noble and disinterested your father is, 
that rendered me for the moment 
speechless.’ 

After considerable discussion, it was 
arranged that Emma should be the one 
to communicate to her parents the in- 
teresting fact that Hiram sought her 














hand. On this occasion his courage so 
far failed him that he preferred not to 
break the subject himself, although 
generally so very capable and adroit in 
personal interviews. 

Mr. Tenant, as usual with papas, was 
a good deal surprised. He had not 
thought of Emma’s marrying—consid- 
ered her still little else than a school 
girl, and so on—well—he supposed it 
must come sooner or later. He knew 
very little about the young man, but 
what he did know was certainly in his 
favor. 

To cut the story short, the whole 
matter was soon pleasantly settled, and 
Hiram established as the accepted of 
Miss Tenant. 

In a subsequent interview with Mr. 
Tenant, our hero quite won his heart. 
That gentleman was an old-fashioned 
merchant; the senior member of a 
house known as one of the most honor- 
able in the city. I say senior member, 
for the ‘ Allwise’ whose name stood 
first was a son of the original partner 
through whose capacity mainly it had 
been built up and made strong. Mr. 
Tenant, I repeat, was a merchant of the 
old school, high minded and of strict 
integrity, not specially remarkable for 
ability, but possessing good sense and 
a single mind. The house once on the 
right track, with its credit and its cor- 
respondents established, he had only to 
keep the wheel revolving in the old 
routine, and all was well. 

Mr. Tenant was quite carried away 
by Hiram’s conversation. The latter 
“was so shrewd and capable, yet so good 
and honest withal. He first recounted 
to his prospective father-in-law a little 
history of his whole life. He portrayed 
in feeling terms how God had never 
forsaken, but on the contrary had al- 
ways sustained and supported him—in 
his infancy, at school, through various 
vicissitudes—had conducted him to 
New York, to Dr. Chellis’s church, into 
his (Mr. Tenant’s) family ; and now, as 
a crowning mercy, was about to bestow 
on him the greatest treasure of the uni- 
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verse to be a partner of his joys and 
sorrows through life. 

Then he discoursed of affairs; of 
what he hoped with a ‘common bless- 
ing’ to accomplish. He informed Mr. 
Tenant confidentially that in the ap- 
proaching month of May he should 
commence a general shipping and com- 
mission business. His plans were ma- 
tured, and though his capital was 
small— 

‘Count on me, young man, count on 
the house of Allwise, Tenant & Co.,’ 
interrupted the kind-hearted old gen- 
tleman. ‘I have no boy,’ he continued, 
with tears in his eyes; ‘my only one 
was snatched from me, but now I shall 
look on you as my son. You will start 
in May. Good. And what the house 
can do for you will be done.’ 

‘Then perhaps I may be permitted 
to refer to you?’ 

‘Permitted? I shall insist on it, 
What is more, I will see two or three 
of our friends to make up your refer- 
ences myself. You must begin strong. 
Where do you keep your account ?’ 

Hiram told him. It was a bank 
where Mr. Bennett had introduced him, 

‘That is well enough, but those are 
dry goods people, not at all in our line. 
I must introduce you at our bank, or, 
what is better, I will get Daniel Story 
to introduce you at his. There you will 
get a double advantage.’ 

Need I add that Hiram was in ecsta- 
sies? His position would now equal 
his most brilliant dreams. To be placed 
at once on an equality with the old - 
South-street houses! To have Daniel 
Story introduce him to his bank! It 
was even so. The future son-in-law of 
Amos Tenant would gain just such an 
entree to business life. 

And profitable use did Hiram Meeker 
make of these ‘privileges.’ He no 
longer thought of depending on H. 
Bennett & Co. Very quietly he thanked 
his cousin for his kind offer of assist- 
ance by way of reference, etc., but he 
was of opinion it would be better to 
have some names in his own line. Then 
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he mentioned who were to be his 
‘backers,’ whereat Mr. Bennett was 
amazed, yet highly gratified, and, with- 
out seeking to inquire further, told 
Hiram he ‘ would do,’ he always said 
he would, that he must call on him, 
however, whenever he thought he could 
give him a lift, and predicted that he 
would be very successful on his own 
account. All which Hiram received 
meekly and mildly, but he said nothing 
in reply. 

It is not my purpose to give in de- 
tail the particulars of Hiram’s commer- 
cial life. Having been sufficiently 
minute in describing his early business 
education, the experience he acquired, 
the habits he formed, the reader can 
readily understand that his career be- 
came from the start a promising one. 
He was familiar with all the ramifica- 
tions of commerce. He thoroughly 
knew the course of trade in New York. 
He had studied carefully the operation 
of affairs, from the largest shipping in- 
terest to the daily consumption of the 
most petty retail shop. He had man- 
aged to lay up quite a respectable sum 
of money, and all he now wanted was 
& good opportunity to launch himself, 
and it was presented. 

I am inclined to think Mr. Tenant 
would have been willing to have taken 
him into his own firm, had Hiram 
wished, but he had no such ambition. 
He desired by himself to lay broad and 
deep the foundation of a large business, 
and have it expand and become great 
in his own hands. He did not believe 
in partnerships ; it is doubtful if he were 
willing to trust human nature so much 
as to admit anybody to such a close 
relation as that of business associate. 

In the management of his affairs, 
Hiram made it a point to acquire the 
reputation of fair and honorable dealing. 
His word was his bond. That was his 
motto; and he carried it out fully and 
absolutely. Mistakes could always be 
corrected in his establishment. No 
matter if the party were legally con- 
cluded. He stood by his contracts. 
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A mere verbal say so, though the mar- 
ket rose twenty-five per cent. on his 
hands the next half hour, could be re- 
lied on as much as his indenture under 
seal, And so he gained a splendid 
name the very first year of his mercan- 
tile career. Yet, I must say it, behind 
all this fine reputation, this happy 
speech of men, this common report and 
general character, sat Hiram alert and 
calculating, whispering to himself saga- 
ciously : ‘ Honesty is the best policy, 

{In affairs, he meant. Had he carried 
the apophthegm out into every detail 
of life, through its moral and social 
phases, it would have required indeed 
the eye of the Omniscient to have dis- 
cerned and penetrated his error.] 

I come to the close of Hiram’s first 
year of business on his own account, 
He had suddenly loomed into impor- 
tance. But never was there an effect 
more directly traceable to a cause. He 
did not embark till he was in readiness 
for the venture, and results came 
quickly. With change of position he 
had made corresponding changes in his 
social life. He left Eastman’s, and took 
pleasant though not expensive quarters 
in a more fashionable part of the city, 
not far indeed from Mr. Tenant’s house. 
He visited in company with Emma 
all her family friends and acquaintances, 
He made such progress in the church, 
that the majority of the female teach- 
ers in the Sunday school were in favor 
of electing him superintendent. In 
short, he was becoming a very popular 
young man. 

As I have said, I come to the close 
of Hiram’s first year. I wish I could 
stop here. I go on with that reluctance 
which I invariably féel when recording 
what must add to the repugnance with 
which we all regard Hiram’s character. 

The engagement between Hiram and 
Miss Tenant had been made public. 
The time for the marriage was fixed at 
about the first of July—only six weeks 
distant. It wasa period when Hiram 
felt he could leave town most conveni- 
ently for his wedding trip. The prep- 
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arations on Emma’s part were ample 
as became her family and social posi- 
tion. She was very happy. She loved 
this young man, and believed he loved 
her. Hiram was good natured and 
agreeable, and did all in his power to 
exhibit his best qualities. The result 
was that he was very much liked by 
both Mr. and Mrs. Tenant, and was al- 
ready quite domesticated at their 
house. 

During the spring there was a great 
deal of speculation in certain leading 
articles of export. The house of 
Allwise, Tenant & Co., having first 
class correspondents abroad and en- 
joying large credit, advanced more 
liberally than was prudent. It was the 
younger members who decided to go 
largely into the enterprise. There came 
a panic in the market. Several leading 
houses in London and Liverpool failed, 
others in New York followed, and 
among them Allwise, Tenant & Co. 

It proved that this firm, though emi- 
nently sound and above board, was not 
as wealthy as was generally supposed, 
Its high character for integrity and 
honor, and an existence of near forty 
years without a reverse gave it great 
reputation for wealth and stability. 

The blow was sudden and effective. 
The capital of the concern was wiped 
out of existence, and the individual 
property of the partners followed in 
this wake of destruction. 

Hiram, like others, had overestimated 
Mr. Tenant’s property. The latter was 
nevertheless a rich man for those days, 
and worth over one hundred thousand 
dollars. By this reverse he was penni- 
less. 

Hiram was on ’Change when he first 
caught the rumor of the catastrophe. 
His position with regard to the family 
(for his relations with it were now well 
understood) made it. difficult for him 
to make many inquiries, but he has- 
tened to his counting room and de- 
spatched a messenger to Hill to come 
to him forthwith. Hill was prompt, 
and having been carefully charged with 
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his commission, at once started to exe- 
cute it. He came back duly. 

‘All gone to ——. Not a grease 
spot left of them.’ 

‘Don’t be so gross, Hill. You are 
constantly shocking me with your idle 
profanity. Are you sure, though ?’ 

‘Yes. More bills back, twice over, 
than they can pay. A clean sweep, 
by ——’ 

‘That will do, Hill—that will do; but 
don’t swear so, don’t.’ 

‘Now I am here,’ continued Hill, 
‘what about that invoice of brandy 
to Henshaw? He declares the brandy 
ain’t right. You know you thought ’— 

‘Hill, interrupted Hiram, ‘I can’t 
talk with you now. Leave me alone, 
and close the door after you.’ 

Hill went out without saying a 
word. 

If we except a slight paleness which 
overspread his countenance, Hiram had 
exhibited no sign of emotion from the 
moment he heard of Mr. Tenant’s fail- 
ure to the time he disposed so sum- 
marily of his satellite Hill, When Hill 
left, he rose and walked two or three 
times quickly up and down the room, 
and then took his seat again. His 
thoughts ran something in this way: 
‘I never supposed old Tenant to have 
any business ability, but I thought the 
concern so well established it could go 
alone. So it could if those young fel- 
lows had not made asses of themselves. 
What’s to be done? Tenant certainly 
has a large amount of individual prop- 
erty. It is worth saving. Respectable 
old name—if he keeps his money. (Hi- 
ram smiled grimly.) I will step round 
at once and offer my services, before 
other folks begin to tinker with him.’ 

On my word, reader, during all this 
time Hiram never once thought of 
Emma Tenant. She did not for a soli- 
tary instant enter in any of the com- 
binations which he was so rapidly 
forming and reforming. So entirely 
was he occupied with canvassing the 
effect of the failure on his personal for- 
tunes and thinking over what was best 
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to be done under the circumstances, that 
he had no space in his brain, much less 
in his selfish heart, for the ‘ object of his 
affections,’ to whom he was to be mar- 
Tied in one little month. 

How would she feel? How would 
the blow affect her? What could he do 
to reassure her? How could he best 
comfort her? What fond promises and 
loving protestations could he offer 
that now more than ever he desired 
to make her happy ? 

Nothing of this, nothing of this occu- 
pied him as he sat in his private office, 
rapidly surveying the situation. 

Poor Emma! 

Carrying out his decision, Hiram 
took his way to the establishment of 
Allwise, Tenant & Co. 

He was immediately admitted to Mr. 
Tenant’s private room. That gentle- 
man sat there alone, with his eyes fixed 
on a long list which his bookkeeper 
had just furnished him. He looked 
somewhat disturbed and solicitous, but 
presented nevertheless a manly and by 
no means dejected mien. 

* Ah, my dear boy, I knew there was 
no need of sending for you. I knew 
you would be here. God bless you. 
Sit down, sit down. I want to use 
your ready wit just now for a few min- 
utes. Thank God,I have your clear 
head and honest heart to turn to.’ 

All this time Mr. Tenant was press- 

‘ing Hiram’s hand, which lay impassive- 
ly in his. The honest man was too 
much carried away by his own feelings 
to notice the other’s lack of sympa- 
thetic pity. 

‘Why, my dear sir,’ said Hiram, at 
length, ‘did you not give me some hint 
of this? We might have ’— 

‘I had no idea of it myself till the 
mails were delivered this morning. 
Phillipson & Braines’s stoppage has 
destroyed us Such a strong house as 
we thought it to be! When they sus- 
pended, it discredited us with our other 
friends, for everybody knew our rela- 
tions with them, so that they would 

neither accept our bills nor protect us 
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in any way. We are struck down with- 
out warning.’ . 

‘No hope of reconstruction?’ asked 
Hiram. 

* None.’ 

‘You wanted me just now, I think 
you said.’ 

‘Yes. There are one or two matters 
which I am inclined to think should 
be treated as confidential. Certain col- 
lections, and so forth. We have al- 
ready discussed it somewhat. You 
shall examine and give me your opin- 
ion.’ 

‘Had you not better first make some 
arrangements to protect your individual 
property ?’ 

* What ?’ 

Hiram repeated the question, and in 
a more definite shape. 

He was astounded when the honor- 
able old merchant told him that he 
should make no reservations — that 
his property, all of it, belonged to his 
creditors, and to his creditors it should 
go. 
Even in this juncture Mr. Tenant 
was so taken up with his own position 
that he failed to discover Hiram’s real 
object. He actually turned consoler. 

‘Courage, my boy,’ he exclaimed. 
‘My wife has a little sum of her own, 
about twelve thousand dollars, enough 
to keep us old folks from starving ; and 
as soon as you are married, we will 
club together, and live as happy as ever 
—hey ?’ 

*T hope, after all, matters are not as 
bad as you suppose,’ said Hiram, wish- 
ing to make some response, but deter- 
mining not to commit himself. 

‘Oh, but they are,’ said Mr. Tenant. 
‘We must not deceive ourselves. How- 
ever, let that pass. Now tell me what 
you think about these collections ?’ 

Hiram forced himself to listen pa- 
tiently to Mr. Tenant’s statement, for 
he had not yet decided on the course 
he was presently to pursue. So he 
talked over the question, pro and con, 


managing to fully agree with the views 
of Mr. Tenant in every particular. 















































‘I knew you would think as I do 
about this,’ exclaimed the latter, joy- 
fully. ‘It does you credit, Hiram. It 
shows your honorable sense. How 
could I take that money and put it into 
the general indebtedness? How could 
I? Well, well, I have already em- 
ployed too much of your time. We 
shall do nothing to-day but examine 
into matters. You will be up this 


evening ?’ But if I find that—’ 
‘ Certainly.’ The rest of the sentence was inau- 
*Good-by till then, my dear boy. dible. 
———+00—___ 


HOW MR. LINCOLN BECAME AN ABOLITIONIST. 


Pernaps, Messrs. Editors, you may recall 

A story you published some time in the fall,— 

I think ’twas October—your files will declare,— 
Bearing the title of ‘Tom Johnson’s Bear.’ 


Well, the story since that time has grown somewhat bigger, 
And has something to say about holding the ‘ nigger ;’ 
And something, likewise, about letting him go, 

The which I’ve no purpose at present to show : 

To wit, how a woodman, a kind-hearted neighbor, 
Returning at night from his rail-splitting labor, 

Found poor Mistress Johnson forlorn and distressed, 

In that perilous posture still holding the beast ; 

And how she besought the kind gentleman’s help, 

And how he’d have nothing to do with the whelp; 

And how he and Johnson soon got by the ears, 

And fought on the question of ‘ freedom for bears ;’ 

And how, inter alia, the beast got away 

And took himself off in the midst of the fray ; 
And how Tommy Johnson at last came to grief: 
All which I omit, as I wish to be brief. 

The story’s too lengthy—it must not be sent all 
To cumber your pages, my dear ConTINENTAL. 

At present my purpose, my object, my mission is 
To show how the woodman became ‘ Abolitionist.’ 


How Mr. Lincoln became an Abolitionist. 
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Emma must spare you to me for once, 
To-night we will have our various state- 
ments ready, and [ shall want your 
help to look them over.’ 

‘The old fool,’ muttered Hiram, as 
he left the place. ‘The old jackass. 
I won't give it up yet, though. I will 
try his wife. I will try Emma. No, I 
won't give it up yet. I will go there 
this evening, and see what can be done. 











How Mr. Lincoln became an Abolitionist. 


Introductions, you know, like ‘ original sin,’ 
Hang on, while you long for some sign of repentance 
In shape of the last and the welcomest sentence, 

So, in short, I'll cut short, draw a line, and begin. 





The woodman one night was aroused by a clatter, 
Each one in the house crying, ‘Ho! what's the matter ?* 
All jumped out of bed and ran hither and thither, 
Scarce knowing amid their alarm why or whither ; 
But soon it was found ’mid the tumult and din 

That burglars were making attempts to break in. 

And now there arose o’er the turmoil and noise 

The woodman’s loud summons addressed to ‘ the boys.’ 
‘The boys’ quickly came, and on looking around, 

At one of the windows a ladder was found, 54. 
And on it a burglar, who, plying his trade, 

A burglarious opening already had made. 


Now the woodman, though making this nocturnal sortie 
All armed and equipped, at the rate of ‘ two-forty,’ 
Called a halt, and proposed, before firing a gun, 

To question with care what had better be done. , 
Forthwith he assembled a council of. war, 

To gravely consider how fast and how far 

In a case of this kind it was lawful to go. 

Some said, ‘ Smash the ladder,’ but others said, ‘ No, 
There were many objections to that, and the chief 
Was the constitutional rights of the thief; 

That the ladder was property all men agreed, 

And as such was protected, secured, guaranteed ; 

And if *twas destroyed, our greatest of laws 

Could not be upheld and maintained ‘ as it was.’’ 

But others replied, ‘ That ladder’s the chief 
Supporter, as all men may see, of the thief; 

Let’s aim at the ladder, and if it should fall, 

Let the burglar fall with it, or hang by the wall 

As well as he can; and by the same token, 

Whose fault will it be if his neck should be broken ?’ 
To which it was answered, ‘ That ladder may be 

The chattel of some honest man, d’ye see.’ 

‘ Well, then, we will pay for’t.’ ‘No, never!’ says V., 
‘To be taxed for that ladder I'll never agree ; 

You have brought on this fuss,’ said V., mad and still madder ; 
‘ You always intended to break the man's ladder ; 

You have been for a long time the people deceiving 
With false and pretended objections to thieving ; 

You never desired to have robbing abolished ; 

You only have sought to have ladders demolished.’ 
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‘Pray, hold!’ said another, ‘ perhaps while we’re trifling 
About this old ladder, the thief will be rifling 

The house of its contents, or, venturing further, 

May set it on fire—the children may murder.’ 

‘ Can’t help it, says V.; ‘though he murder to-day, 
Who knows but to-morrow the murderer may 
Repent and reform ; then who shall restore 

The ladder all perfect and sound as before ? 

But whether or no, I can never consent 

That the thief and the ladder should make a descent, 
Which haply might hurt a burglarious brother, 

Or totally wreck and demolish the other.’ 


The woodman bade ‘Silence!’ He cried out, ‘ Ho! list!’ 
Then called on the burglar his work to desist, 

And made proclamation throughout all the town 

That if in a specified time he came down 

N And gave a firm pledge of obeying the laws, 

He might keep his old ladder all safe ‘ as it was ;’ 

But if he pursued his felonious intent 

Beyond the time given, he’d cause to be sent 

*Mid the conflict of arms and the cannon’s loud thunder, 
A missile to knock his old ladder from under. 

Then pausing to see the effect of his speech, 

a He saw nought but the thief still at work at the breach ; 
And, being opposed to thieves visiting attics, 

Combined with those vile anti-ladder fanatics, 

And sent a projectile which left the thief where 

Thieves and traitors should all be, suspended in air, 
Except that he lacked what was due to his calling, 

A hempen attachment to keep him from falling. 


( Then burglars, and thieves, and traitors, and all 
Their friends sympathetic forthwith ’gan to bawl, 
‘ We're ruined ! we're ruined! To what a condition 
The country is brought by this man’s abolition !’ 
And echo replied: ‘Oh! dreadful condition ! 
Abolition—bolition—bolition—abolition !’ . 
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The Cost of a Trip to Europe. 


COST OF A TRIP TO EUROPE, AND HOW TO GO CHEAPLY. 


Tue question is often asked of those 
who have been to Europe: ‘ What does 
it cost?’ ‘For how little can one trav- 
el abroad?’ ete. For it is within the 
hopes of many to go at one time or an- 
other; and many would indulge the 
anticipation more freely, if they ‘ could 
see their way,’ as the Yorkshire man 
wanted to do when he thought of get- 
ting married. I propose to throw some 
little light on this oft-repeated ques- 
tion. 

The expense of a journey depends 
greatly on the manner in which it is 
made. People who go to Europe, fre- 
quently imagine that they must go in a 
certain degree of style; they must ex- 
pend something by way of showing that 
they are somebody in their own coun- 
try! To carry out this idea, they go, 
on first landing, to expensive hotels; 
they carry considerable luggage, travel 
in first-class carriages, and incur various 
other expenses, to show John Bull and 
the continentals that they belong to the 
superior class at home. These people 
pay’ largely for their whistle, or trum- 
pet. They will tell you you cannot go 
to. Europe for less than three or five 
thousand dollars apiece. They fancy 
they have made a good impression on 
the Europeans ; whereas the Europeans 
never noticed their vain little attempts 
at showing off. Nobody cared what 
they paid or gave away; and the very 
courier who flattered, or the servants 
who fawned on them for their money, 
laughed at them behind their backs. 
There is another class, more quiet and 
moderate, who want to be economical, 
but do not know how to be. They 
will tell you a short trip can be taken 
for a thousand or fifteen hundred dol- 
lars. They go by the guide books, and 
those are based always on ‘ first-class 
prices and a liberal expenditure.’ 
There are no guide books for those who 
would study economy ; who would sub- 


mit to some privations for the sake of 
seeing foreign lands and acquiring the 
desirable knowledge which can only 
be gained by personal observation. 
For such, a guide book is very much 
needed. They constitute a large class 
of persons. They have an ardent desire 
to visit the Old World and places of 
renown—they would go in crowds, but 
for fear of the expense, and the assur- 
ances of their friends that it will cost 
so much. When we assure them that a 
trip to England and Scotland, and a 
tour through France, Germany, Prussia, 
Holland, Switzerland, and part of Italy, 
covering four or five months, may be 
made, has been made, for four hundred 
dollars, including first-class steamship 
passages going and returning, they 
may be encouraged to think of start- 
ing as soon as gold is at par. 

A gentleman who has established 
hotels in England and Scotland, and 
published a Guide through London, 
says no traveller need pay at a hotel 
more than eighteen pence (thirty-seven 
cents of our money) a day for his room. 
To this is usually added from eighteen 
to twenty-five cents for attendance ; gas 
being two cents extra per night. In 
London, however, such moderate hotels 
are usually in the business part of the 
town. In the desirable portions for a 
sojourn, private board and lodging can 
be had from a guinea to a pound and a 
half a week; or two furnished rooms 
may be taken at four or five dollars or 
more per week. This includes the ser- 
vice of cooking and serving meals; the 
tenant furnishing the marketing, which 
costs from two dollars to two dollars 
and a half a week for each person. 
This is the cheapest way of living for a 
party. Such rooms may be found by 
looking in newspaper advertisements. 
Agentsanake them cost more. It will 
be easy, by making a few inquiries, to 
hear of a dozen such places; and as 
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people do not move so often in London 
as here, the knowledge may be availa- 
ble for a year or two. 

In Edinburgh, Glasgow, and other 
cities, the cheap hotels are found in the 
very best localities. They usually ad- 
vertise in Bradshaw’s ‘ Monthly Guide,’ 
and in the newspapers. They have 
clean beds and nice rooms almost uni- 
versally. If the traveller desires strict- 
ly to economize, he need not pay for 
meals in the hotel, where ‘a plain 
breakfast’ (tea and bread and butter) 
will cost twenty-five cents, and dinner 
fifty cents; he can, if he choose, go to 
one of the numerous restaurants in the 
vicinity, and dine comfortably for 
twelve cents: other meals in propor- 
tion, These places are numerous and 
good in the cities of Great Britain. On 
the Continent, the prices at restaurants 
are higher, for strangers at least; a 
marked distinction being made between 
them and the inhabitants of the coun- 
try. ‘I forestieri tutti pagano’ (for- 
eigners all pay), said a Venetian sexton ; 
and that is the rule for universal prac- 
tice throughout Europe. An order for 
roast beef at a restaurant will not cover, 
as it does here and in England, pota- 
toes and bread; they are charged for 
extra; from three to five cents for a 
roll; six or eight for potatoes. Ice is 
too expensive a luxury everywhere 
across the seas to be thought of by the 
tourist limited in means. But if res- 
taurants are dear, the markets are 
cheap in Europe ; and the people of the 
country usually carry provisions with 
them. You may see ladies provided 
each with a small basket, from which 
are produced in the cars a bottle of vin 
ordinaire and water, rolls of bread, and 
slices of ham or tongue. These furnish 
the simple but wholesome repast. 
Cream cheeses, delicious in quality, are 
to be procured in France and Italy, 
with cooked mutton chops, parts of 
roast fowl, sausage of fresh chicken 
and tongye, pork and mutton pies, etc., 
all obtainable fresh at provision stores, 
A bunch of grapes that will cost a franc 
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(twenty cents) at the railway-station 
refreshment room, may be had in the 
market for one ortwo cents; and other 
articles in proportion. The custom of 
the people, and the abundant provi- 
sion of such things, will suggest to the 
economical traveller a method of saving 
largely in his daily expenses. Those 
who like tea—which they cannot get 
well made on the Continent—had better 
take a spirit lamp and apparatus for 
making it in their rooms. But little 
trouble is involved in thus providing 
for one’s wants ; the most is in making 
tea or coffee. Those in the habit of so 
living will save the expensive hotel 
meals. In hotels, where there is a table 
@héte, dinner costs from three and a 
half francs (seventy cents) to five (a 
dollar). The breakfast consists merely 
of bread and café au lait, unless extras 
are ordered, and those are liberally 
charged for. Nowhere are travellers 
expected to pay for meals at hotels un- 
less they choose to take them. Se non 
mangiate, non pagate, (‘If you eat 
nothing, you pay nothing.’) 

The prudent tourist will always bar- 
gain for the prices of rooms. In the 
first-class hotels on the Continent there 
are usually to be had upper rooms at 
thirty or forty cents a day. In second- 
class hotels in France and Italy a room 
may be obtained for twenty cents, the 
charge for service being ten cents extra. 
Candles are always charged for sepa- 
rately ; in cheap rooms, ten cents; in 
higher priced, a franc each per night; 
the waiter being careful to remove the 
partially burned one, The best plan is 
to carry wax candles in one’s basket. 
Soap is never provided, and is an ex- 
pensive article when called for. 

In Germany and Holland the price 
of a room per day is a florin or guilder 
—about forty-three cents. Living gen- 
erally is higher than in Italy, but 
cooked provisions are abundant and 
excellent. Throughout Europe, you 
may be sure of clean beds and tables, 
no matter how uninviting the premises 
appear. 
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* One half the cost of travel, and one’s 
‘temper besides, may be saved by going 
in third-class carriages. On the Con- 
tinent the second-class ones are as lux- 
urious as the first, and are preferred by 
tourists generally. But, except in hav- 
ing no cushions, the third class will 
prove comfortable enough ; the chance 
for seeing the country is rather better. 
Here the people of the country are met 
—chiefly the poorer class—very de- 
cent in appearance, however, and in- 
‘variably respectful and kind in their 
manners. A large number of monks 
and nuns will be found here, also well- 
dressed ladies, who feel more protected 
than in the superior class of carriages. 
In the latter, indeed, one is exposed to 
various annoyances escaped in third- 
class carriages. The tourists, who 
abound, ‘are often insolent and en- 
croaching. A burly Englishman or 
stolid German will not hesitate to turn 
a timid lady out of her seat ; and if la- 
dies have no gentlemen with them, they 
may be insulted by rude staring or 
scornful looks from women provided 
with escorts or a little more finely 
dressed. All these causes of disturb- 
ance are escaped among the third class, 
where the utmost deference is always 
shown to 
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reigns with absolute sway, there is a 
prejudice against the inferior classes of 
railway carriages, partially overcome 
among the middle people of late, as far 
as the second class is concerned ; they 
dare not goin the third. But strangers 
may be more independent, and may do 
as they please without reproach. There 
is nothing to choose in the way of com- 
fortable accommodation between the 
second and third-class carriages in 
England ; the latter are called ‘ parlia- 
mentary,’ on account of the govern- 
mental regulation compelling the com- 
panies to run them, and fixing the fare 
at one penny (two cents) a mile. Smok- 
ing is not permitted at all in England ; 
on the Continent it is customary, even 
in first-class carriages and in dili- 
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gences. When travelling in the dili- 
gence or stage coach, secure, if pos- 
sible, the coupé or highest priced 
places. The front windows command 
a better view than the side ones of the 
interior; and where a better view can 
be had, it is worth paying for. On the 
Mediterranean steamers take first-class 
places; the best are bad enough to be 
intolerable. The second cabins of the 
steamers crossing the British Channel 
are pretty good for a short voyage. 

A copy which I am permitted to 
make from the diary of one who trav- 
elled with some ladies last summer, 
from Paris to Florence in Italy and 
back, gives the entire cost of the trip— 
occupying a month—at $106.13. This 
estimate includes hotel fares, fees, car- 
riage hire, etc., as well as travelling ex- 
penses. A copy from the note book 
of a party who travelled over England 
and to Edinburgh and Glasgow—spend- 
ing over two months—gives the sum 
total of that as $119.42. This includes 
fares to and from Paris ($5 second 
class), and board in Paris as well as in 
Great Britain. We may tlierefore put 
down the cost of a trip to Europe as 
follows : 


Passage (first class) on steam- 
ship of New York, Philadel- 
phia and Liverpool line, from 





New York to London $80 00 
Returning in same line (fifteen 

guineas) .. - 7900 
Travelling and hoard i in “Great 

Britain and Paris . 119 42 
Tour on the Continent . 106 13 
Allow for stewards’ fees, cabs, 

omnibuses, and a few ex- 

penses not noted 15 45 
Total cost of European trip, . $400 00 


Fees to guides, sextons, ete., on the 
Continent, seldom exceed a franc (twen- 
ty cents) each ; half that, or a franc for 
a party, will often suffice. If a church 
is open for service, nothing is to be 
paid. Gifts to guides in England aver- 
age sixpence or an English shilling. 
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The custom of giving money to servants 
in private houses where one is enter- 
tained as a guest, is burdensome and 
unjust. 

In Paris, board and lodging can be 
had at excellent houses, filled with fash- 
ionable guests, for a dollar a day, ex- 
clusive of a franc a week each to the 
maid and waiter. Arthur’s celebrated 
family hotel, 9 Rue Castiglione, afforded 
accommodation toa party of three at 
this rate, with a suite of rooms in the 
Rue St. Honoré, breakfast to order in 
the private parlor, the constant attend- 
ance of a servant, and dinner at the ho- 
tel table @hite. The party found their 
own candles. A party thus can be as 
well accommodated as in one of the chief 
hotels. A single gentleman, who cares 
less for the elegancies of life, can have 
a furnished room for seven dollars a 
month with attendance, or a room at a 
cheap hotel for a dollar a week, without 
meals, 

It must be understood that the esti- 
mate of $400 for the cost of a tour 
abroad does not include the price of 
exchange at the present time, or any 
exchange. Itis simply the amount paid 
out in ourown currency. The purchases 
made by a tourist of clothing, curiosi- 
ties, etc., are of course extra. The 
amount will provide for a tour extend- 
ing to between four and five months. 
Three or four weeks are allowed for in 
London, and two or three weeks in 
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Paris. If the tour be extended and 
more time be consumed, the addition- 
al expense may easily be calculated. 
Bradshaw's ‘Continental Guide’ will 
give the exact cost and distance on the 
railways ; and for hotel expenses, lunch- 
es, and fees, a dollar a day will provide 
the economical traveller. He will need 
no courier, nor, if he knows the lan- 
guage (French will do, but it is better 
also to understand Italian and German), 
a valet de place. Both are better dis- 
pensed with. 

One word as to luggage. Let no 
traveller encumber himself or herself 
with a trunk on the Continent. A va- 
lise or a carpet bag that can be car- 
ried in the hand, will hold enough. 
Four or five changes of linen, and one 
dress, besides the travelling costume, 
are all sufficient. Washing can be 
done in a few hoursanywhere. A lady 
had better wear a dress of strong dark 
stuff, and have a black silk for a change. 
She will need no more, even if months 
are spent abroad. Even in England a 
trunk is a nuisance; for luggage can- 
not be checked, and continual care is 
necessary. In some remote stations 
even labels cannot be had, and porters 
are scarce. I have known passengers, 
when no porters came to take their 
trunks to the van, compelled to thrust 
them into the carriage at the last mo- 
ment. The better plan is to have only 
what can be carried under your own eye. 
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Reaver, did it ever strike you that 

there are many theories touching this 
soul of ours which are generally accept- 
ed as truths, without any thought 
whatever on the subject ; so universally 
accepted, indeed, that it is considered 
a waste of time to think upon them at 
all; but which, upon a thorough inves- 
tigation, might possibly lose some of 
their old-time infallibility, and the con- 
sideration of which might well repay 
the trouble, by opening a field of 
thought at once interesting and in- 
structive ? 
* » Such there are, and in this province 
alone are we of this day and genera- 
tion entirely controlled by the opinions 
of those over whose dust centuries have 
tolled. We may speculate freely upon re- 
ligion, and, while all must acknowledge 
that true religion is not progressive, 
new schemes of salvation spring almost 
daily into life from the brains of hereti- 
cal thinkers, in their bold presumption 
stamping with error the simple faith 
of the primitive Christians. We may 
peer into the arcana of science and bold- 
ly question the theories of the learned 
of all ages. We may exhaust our men- 
tal powers upon points of political 
economy and the science of govern- 
ment; and even the domain of ethics 
may be fearlessly invaded and crowded 
with doubt. But into the unpretend- 
ing pathway that leads to the secret 
nooks of the soul, to the foundations 
of all spiritual excellence, few feet may 
stray, and even those only to follow 
the beaten track worn by the feet of 
those olden thinkers whose very names 
have long since passed into oblivion, 
lest by their deviations they should 
outrage some of those universal preju- 
dices, whose only claim to consideration 
is their traditionary origin. 

And this path is but little trodden 
in our day, for two reasons; first, be- 


Touching the Soul. 






THE SOUL. 


cause, to the careless eye, it possesses 
few attractions, and its claims are lost 
in those of a more exciting and more 
eminently practical course of thought ; 
secondly, because it seems to have been 
so thoroughly explored that we have 
only to read the writings of those who 
have gone before, and listen to tradi- 
tionary speculations, to learn all that 
can be known about that which is our 
very existence, and, indeed, the only 
true existence. 

Two great mistakes. The dying 
philosopher, one of the wisest the world 
has ever known, declared that all the 
knowledge he had gained was but as a 
grain of sand upon the seashore. So 
all that is known to-day about the soul 
is but a drop in the ocean of that great 
revealing which shall one day dawn 
upon man’s spiritual existence. There 
is an infinite field yet unexplored—a 
very terra incognita to even those who 
pride themselves upon being learned 
in the mysteries of the soul. And to 
him who ventures upon this seemingly 
lowly path, so far from proving unat- 
tractive, it becomes a very Eden of 
thought. Unlooked-for beauties spring 
to light on every side; the very essence 
of music and poesy float around him as 
he advances ; while above, around, and 
through all, sounds the magnificent dia- 
pason of everlasting truth. 

True, there may be little of practical 
benefit—as the world defines practical- 
ity—in searching out the causes of 
the myriad emotions that sweep with 
lightning rapidity across the soul, now 
raising us to the summit of bliss, now 
plunging us into the depths of despair— 
little of practical benefit in endeavoring 
to analyze the soul itself into its con- 
stituent elements, and to bring our- 
selves face to face with our better, 
nobler selves, and with the Mighty 
Power which created us and all things. 




















But there is, in this inner life, a pleas- 
ure higher and more lasting than those 
evanescent ones which the world can 
afford, and which elevates and purifies 
as they do not. And aside from mere 
pleasure, there is in such a study a 
practicability—taking the word in a 
broader and nobler sense—which puts 
to the blush man’s busy schemes for 
wealth and honor. The beauties and 
sublimity of nature may indeed fill us 
with awe at the omnipotence of the 
mighty Architect, and with love and 
gratitude for His goodness, but it is 
only in the presence of the soul—His 
greatest work—that we realize the aw- 
ful power of the Creator; it is only 
when threading the secret avenues of our 
own intellectual and spiritual being 
that we are brought into actual com- 
munion with God, and bow in adora- 
tion before Him who ‘ doeth all things 
well.’ Therefore, I maintain that he 
-whose meditations run most in this 
channel is not only the happiest, but 
the purest man; that his views of life 
are the broadest and noblest; that he 
it is who is most open to the appeal of 
suffering or of sorrow; who is most 
ready to sacrifice self and work for the 
good of his fellow beings, and to dis- 
charge faithfully his duty in that state 
of life to which it has pleased God to 
call him. 

But I am digressing into a prosy es- 
say, which I did not intend, and neg- 
lecting that which I did intend, name- 
ly, to jot down a few theories which 
have crept into the brain of one not 
much given to musing. 

For even I—a poor ‘ marching sub’ 
—-sitting here by a cheery coal grate, 
and watching the white smoke as it 
eurls lazily up from the bowl of my 
meerschaum, have theories touching 
the soul—theories born in the glowing 


coals and mounting in the curling 


smoke wreaths, but, unlike them, grow- 
ing more and more voluminous as they 
ascend, till I am like to be lost in the 
ocean of speculations which my own 
musings have summoned up. 
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I heard, to-night, a strain of weird, 
unearthly music, sweet and sad beyond 
expression, but distant and fleeting. 
Yet long after it had ceased, the chord 
that it awakened in my heart con- 
tinued to vibrate as with the echo of 
the strain which had departed. An 
unutterable, indescribable longing filled 
my soul—a vague yearning for some- 
thing, I knew not what. My whole 
spiritual being seemed exalted to the 
clouds, yet restrained by some galling 
chain from the heaven it sought to en- 
ter. And then I asked myself, What is 
the secret of this mysterious power of 
music; where shall we look for the 
cause of those undefinable yet over- 
whelming emotions which it never 
fails to excite? A hopeless question it 
seemed, one which the philosophers of 
all ages have failed to solve, perhaps 
because they have not troubled them- 
selves to inquire very seriously about 
it; and again, perhaps it has baffled 
them as it has me, and tens of thou- 
sands of others of the humbler portion 
of humanity, And so I fell to dream- 
ing after this wise : 

The soul of man is created perfect, 
so far as regards the presence of every 
faculty necessary for its development, 
for its happiness, or misery, in this 
world or the next. Circumstances may 
alter it in degree, but in its constituent 
elements never, The same yesterday, 
to-day, and to-morrow, at the moment 
of its creation and a thousand ages to 
come. Not even its passage from the 
body into its future and eternal home 
can endow it with a single new faculty, 
or eradicate one of the old. Yet each 
one of these faculties, capabilities, or 
sensibilities, is capable of development 
to an infinite degree. And in this de- 
velopment lies the soul’s progress to 
perfection ; it is to go on, through all 
the ages of its eternal existence, con- 
stantly approaching the divine, yet 
never reaching the goal, like that space 
between two parallel lines, which math- 
ematicians bisect to infinity. Certain 
of these faculties, of the very existence 
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of which even the soul itself is uncon- 
scious, are those whose province lies 
purely in the world beyond, to which 
weall are tending. Never exerted in 
this life, with which they have nothing 
to do, through all the earthly existence 
they sleep quietly in their hidden cells; 
but when once the silver cord is loosed, 
and the freed spirit mounts into its native 
atmosphere, then these dormant powers 
and susceptibilities are awakened from 
their slumbers, and take the lead in the 
march of development, outstripping all 
others in the race, and soon becoming 
the ruling powers of the soul. These 
are they which shall listen to the music 
of heaven—these are the spiritual senses 
which shall hear and see and taste and 
feel those ineffable glories, of which our 
earthly pilgrimage has no appreciation, 
and which, if presented to us in the 
body, we could not perceive, nor, per- 
ceiving, comprehend. These are they 
which shall worship and adore, com- 
prehending the glory of Omnipotence, 
and drinking in and pouring out the 
fall stream of divine and never-failing 
love and gratitude. 
- Reader, did you ever listen to the 
sympathetic vibrations of a musical 
string? Place in the corner of your 
room a guitar—it matters not if it have 
but a single string, that alone is suffi- 
cient for the experiment—then, sitting 
at some distance from it, sing, shout, 
or play upon some loud-toned instru- 
ment, or, beginning at the foot of the 
chromatic scale, sound, round and full, 
each semitone in succession and at sep- 
atate intervals, The instrument is 
mute to every note until you strike the 
one to which the guitar string is at- 
tuned ; then indeed, the spirit of melo- 
dy imprisoned within the musical 
string recognizes its kindred sound, 
_ and springs sweetly forth to meet it. 
¥ou pause, and a low, sweet strain 
sighs softly through the. room, as if a 
zephyr had swept the string, dying 
gently away like the faintest breathing 
of the evening breeze. Repeat the note, 
and louder than at first, and again its 
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counterpart replies, swelling higher 
than before, as if in gentle remonstrance 
that you should deem it necessary to 
call again to that which has already 
replied. 

Even so it is with these hidden facul- 
ties or susceptibilities of which I have 
been speaking. In the notes of witch- 
ing music, in the numbers of poesy, in 
the sight of beauty, either of nature or 
of art, either esthetic or moral, these 
silent powers recognize a faint approxi- 
mation to that beauty with which they 
will have to do in that world where 
they shall be called into action: they 
too recognize the kindred spirit, and, 
springing forward to meet it, vibrate 
in unison with the chord. But yet, re- 
strained by their prison of clay, bound 
down by the immutable law which bids 
them wait their time, their great deep 
is but troubled, and while, from their 
swaying and surging, a delicious emo- 
tion spreads over the soul, filling the 
whole being with indescribable joy, it 
is an emotion which we cannot fathom, 
vague and undefined, at which we won- 
der even while we enjoy. To each and 
all of us the doors of heaven are closed 
for the present; we never have heard 
the songs of the celestial spheres, and 
how should we recognize their echo 
here on earth, even though that echo is 
swelling through our own hearts? And 
the sadness and yearning which such 
emotions invariably produce, may they 
not be the yearning for heaven’s super- 
nal beauty, and sadness for the chains 
which bar us from its full realization ? 
Or is it the reflex of the struggles and 
the disappointment of that portion of 
the spirit which I have assigned as the 
mover of the emotion itself ? 

Carry still further the parallel of the 
vibrating string, and we shall illustrate 
the different degrees of emotion. It is 
only by sounding a note in exact uni- 
son with that to which the string is at- 
tuned that we get the full force of the 
sympathetic vibration, which is more 
or less distinct according as we ap- 
proach or depart from the keynote, till 
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we reach the semitone above or below, 
when it ceases altogether. Even so do 
our emotions increase in exact propor- 
tion as the exciting cause approaches 
perfection—according as the beauty 
heard or seen or felt approaches the 
heavenly keynote. A simple ballad 
awakens a quiet pleasure, while the 
magnificent symphonies of Beethoven 
or Mozart fill the soul with a rapture 
with which the former feeling is no 
more to be compared than the brooklet 
with the ocean; for the latter is inex- 
pressibly nearer to its heavenly model. 

Carry out the theory to its legitimate 
result, and we shall see that if it were 
possible to produce, here on earth, mu- 
sic equal to that which rings through 
the celestial arches—if it were possible 
here to create beauty in any form, 
which should fully equal that which 
shall greet the freed spirit on its en- 
trance into that better world, then in- 
deed would our emotions reach their 
highest possible climax; then indeed 
should we hear and see and feel, not 
with the bodily senses, but with the 
senses of the soul; then would there 
be no vagueness, no sadness in the feel- 
ing as now, but clear and well defined 
would be our knowledge, comprehend- 
ing all spiritual things. Then would 
our heaven be here on earth, and we 
should desire no other. Wisely has a 
great and merciful God thrown an im- 
penetrable veil between the soul and 
its future belongings, and clipped its 
wings lest it soar too soon. 

So much fora simple strain of music. 
A trifling matter, perhaps you will say, 
to make so much talk about. Not 
quite so trifling as you may think, 
however ; for a single musical chord is 
amore important and complex thing 
than to the careless ear it would seem. 
Who ever cares to study a single chord 
of music? And yet how few are there 
who know that it is composed of not 
three or four but a myriad of separate 
and distinct sounds, appreciable in ex- 
act proportion to the cultivation of the 
ear? The uncultivated ear perceives 
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but the three or four primitive or fun- 
damental notes of the chord, while, to 
the nicer perception, the more delicate 
susceptibility of the ear trained by long 
study and practice to analyze all mu- 
sical sounds, come harmonic above har- 
monic, sounds of melody above, be- 
neath, and beyond the few prime motors 
which act as the nucleus to the 

of tiny harmony which fills the ear— 
sounds clear and distinct, yet blending 
in perfect order and symmetry with 
their fundamental notes, and partaking 
so much of their character and follow- 
ing with such unerring certainty their 
direction as to become voiceless to the 
ear unskilled. 

And why should this not be so? Is 
it not reasonable to suppose that the 
current of undulations in the “atmo- 
sphere producing these united sounds 
should communicate its agitation in 
some degree to the circumambient air, 
creating thousands of delicate ramifica- 
tions branching off in all possible direc- 
tions from the main channel, yet all par- 
taking of its peculiar character, and 
becoming in themselves separate sounds, 
yet consonant and harmonious ? 

Ah! could we but see the vibrations 
of the atmosphere which a single musi- 
cal chord produces—the rolling bass, 
the gliding alto, the sweeping soprano, 
and the soaring tenor, rolling onward 
in one broad channel of harmony, with 
its myriad tributary streams of thirds 
and fifths, and its curling, twinkling, 
shifting, blending, soaring mists of 
delicate-toned harmonics, how would 
our enjoyment of music be enhanced } 
how would both eye and ear be de- 
lighted, enraptured with the poetry of 
motion, the harmony of sound, the 
eternal and indestructible order and 
concord and consonance of both sight 
and sound! But this is reserved for 
the experience of pure spirit—this is 
reserved to enhance the beauty of the 
celestial realm. Some day we shall see 
and hear and know it all—some day in 
that heavenly future, when the soul of 
man shall converse and praise and 











adore in one blended strain of xsthetic 
beauty, which shall contain within it- 
self the essence of all music and poesy 
and enraptured sight. 

Thinking thus earnestly about the 
soul, one comes naturally to speculate 
upon the question of the spirit’s return 
to earth after its final from 
the body. It is a beautiful belief that 
the souls of our departed friends are 
permitted to hover around us here on 
earth, watching all our outgoings and 
incomings, sympathizing in all our joys 
and sorrows, mourning over our trans- 
gressions, and rejoicing at our good 
deeds—in a word, acting the parts of 
guardian angels. And there are many, 
even in our day, who hold such a faith. 
Yet it is a belief founded in imagina- 
tion and poetic ideas of beauty, rather 
than in sober truth either of reason or 
of revelation. The strongest argument 
I have ever heard against this belief is 
contained in the remark of a poor old 
English peasant. ‘Sir, said he, ‘I 
doan't believe the speerits can come 
back to us; for if they go to the good 
place, they doan’t want to come back 
‘ere again; and if they goes to the bad 
place, why God woan’t let ’em.’ There 
was more philosophy in the remark 
than he knew of, and Ihave not yet 
found the philosopher who did not 
stagger under it. 

But there is another view of the 
subject.. I hold that the bodily senses 
can only perceive material things, and 
the spirit spiritual things; and hence, 
that, admitting the actual presence of 
disembodied ‘spirits, neither could 
we perceive them, nor they us, as mate- 
rial bodies. They might, indeed, per- 
ceive the souls within us, but could 
only be cognizant of our actions as 
those of pure spirit ; while we, blinded 
by the impenetrable screen of the body, 
would be debarred of even this recog- 
nition. 

For through only three of the bodily 
senses—sight, hearing, and feeling— 
have the boldest of so-called spiritualists 
dared to attempt the proof of their doc- 
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trine. To begin with the latter, the es- 
sential quality of the sense of feeling is 
resistance, without which there can be 
no perception. And what is resistance ¢ 
In one class of cases it is simply the 
vis inertia of matter: in the other and 
only remaining one, the opposition of 
some material matter to the force of 
gravity. Even the perception of the 
lightest zephyr depends upon the re- 
sistance of the atmosphere. Does spirit 
possess this quality of resistance? The 
argument on this head is closed the 
moment the distinction is made be- 
tween material things and spiritual. 

If the wave theory of light and sound 
be correct—and it is so generally accept- 
ed that few writers dare risk their repu- 
tations in the defence of any other—the 
senses of sight and hearing come, for 
the purposes of this argument, in the 
same category. Nothing can affect the 
ear which is not capable of producing 
vibration in the atmosphere, which may 
be considered, in comparison with pure 
spirit, a material substance. Here 
again the argument is clinched by the 
mere distinction between matter and 
spirit, the one being the very antipodes 
of and incapable of acting upon the 
other. 

Natural science tells us that the 
white light of the sun is composed of 
the seven colors of the spectrum in 
combination, which colors may be read- 
ily separated by the refraction of the 
prism. All objects possess, in a greater 
or less degree, the power of decompos- 
ing light and absorbing colors. Now 
a ray of sunlight falling upon any given 
object is in a measure decomposed, a 
portion of its integral colors is absorbed, 
and the remainder or complementary 
colors thrown off—reflected upon the 
eye, producing by their combination 
what we call the color of the object. 
Thus, a. ray thrown upon a pure white 
object is absorbed not at all, but wholly 
reflected as it came, and the conse- 
quence is the proper combination upon 
the retina of all the colors, producing 
—a white object. On the contrary, a 
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ray falling upon what we call a black 
object, is wholly absorbed, and the 
consequence is a total absence of light, 
or blackness. So a red object absorbs 
all the orange, yellow, green, blue, in- 
digo, and violet of the sunlight, reflect- 
ing upon the eye only the red, which 
is perceived as the color of the object. 
And so on through all the combinations 
of the spectrum. Only material sub- 
stances can either absorb or reflect: 
therefore is spirit again excluded ; for 
how can it act upon the eye save 
through those agencies with reference 
to which the eye itself was constructed, 
and which, as we have shown, it cannot 
possibly affect? To sum up the whole 
argument in a single sentence, the 
physical senses are dependent, for their 
perceptions, entirely upon the action of 
matter, and hence spirit, which is not 
matter, can in no way affect them. 

But here we are met by the record 
of Holy Writ, which declares that in 
those former times spirits did often ap- 
pear tomen. Aye! and so there were 
miracles in those days. But all these 
things are done away with. Moreover 
did not those spirits find it necessary in 
every case to clothe themselves with 
the image of some living form in order 
to make themselves perceptible to hu- 
man eyes? So that it was really the form 
within which the spirit was ensconced 
that was perceived, and not the spirit 
itself. And how shall we know what 
gases of the physical world these spirits 
were permitted, through a special in- 
terposition of the Deity and for the 
furtherance of His divine ends, to as- 
semble together into a concrete form 
for their temporary dwelling and as a 
medium through which to communicate 
with man? And who is so irreverent 
as to suppose that God would now, in 
these days, give spirits special permis- 
sion to return to earth and take. upon 
themselves such forms for the mere 
purpose of tipping tables and piano- 
fortes, rapping upon doors, windows, 
and empty skulls, misspelling their 
own names, and murdering Lindley 
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Murray, and performing clownish tricks 
for the amusement of a gaping crowd ? 

But whence arises this great delu- 
sion? Simply from our total lack of 
knowledge of the glory of that heaven 
upon which we all hope to enter. ‘ Eye 
hath not seen, nor ear heard, neither 
hath it entered into the imagination of 
man to conceive’ the glory of God, the 
splendor, the magnificence, the supernal 
beauty of the Celestial. We know in- 
deed that we shall enter upon a world 
whose immensity, whose sublimity, 
whose awful beauty shall far surpass 
the experience of man; but not even 
the wildest imagination, fed by all the 
knowledge that astronomers have 
gained of world beyond world, and sys- 
tem beyond system, of spheres to which 
our world is but a speck, and of fiery 
meteors and whizzing comets sweeping 
their way with the speed of thought for 
thousands of years through planet-teem- 
ing space—not even such an imagina- 
tion, in its farthest stretch, is able to 
conceive the glory of that dwelling 
place which shall be ours. If to-day 
we were permitted to peer but for a 
moment into that heavenly abode, then 
should we see how impossible, to the 
soul which has once entered upon that 
beatific state, would be a thought of 
return to this grovelling earth. There 
their aspirations are ever upward and 
onward toward the Great White 
Throne, with no thought for the things 
left behind, even were there not a 
‘great gulf fixed’ between earth and 
heaven. 

And how often do we hear the opin- 
ion expressed that the souls of the just 
do pass, ‘in a moment, in the twink- 
ling of an eye,’ from the things of earth 
to the full burst of heavenly beauty 
and sublimity, shooting like the light- 
ning’s flash from its prison house of 
clay to the presence of its God. Rea- 
soning from analogy, which, in this 
connection, where both experience and 
revelation are dumb, is the only basis 
we can rest upon, such a passage would 
be to the soul instant annihilation ; the 
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shock would be too great for even its 
enlarged susceptibilities, It must be- 
come gradually accustomed to the new 
sights and soands, and so pass slowly 
up from one stage of perception and 
knowledge to another in regular grada- 
tion, to the climax of its revelation. 
Reader, did you ever come suddenly 
from a darkened room into the full 
blaze of noonday? In such a case the 
eye is dazzled, blinded for a moment, 
and must gradually accommodate itself 
to the unaccustomed light before its 
gaze can be clear and steady. So, too, 
the ear long shut up in profound si- 
lence is deafened by an ordinary sound. 
Even so the soul, suddenly entering 
upon the unaccustomed and stupendous 
sights and sounds of the spiritual world, 
would be blinded, dazzled, as I have 
said, to annihilation. It is necessary 
that its newly awakened faculties, 
which during its long earthly life have 
lain in a comatose state, should not be 
too suddenly called into action, lest 
they be overpowered by the awful rev- 
elation. Like the bodily senses, they 
require time and gentle though steadi- 
ly increasing action to develop them, 
and assimilate them to their new sur- 
roundings in their new field of action. 
And this is my theory. The soul, 
when freed from the body, floats gently 
upward, deaf, dumb, and blind—para- 
lyzed, as it were, into a state of neutral 
existence. Splendid sights may spread 
around it, wave after wave of eternal 
sound may roll in upon it, but it sees 
not, hears not, feels not, not having yet 
acquired the new faculties of percep- 
tion. After a certain space of time— 
which may be days or weeks or months 
im duration—through its secret cham- 
bers steals a thrill of sentient emotion ; 
it recognizes its own existence, and the 
dawn of that eternal life for which it 
was created. Slowly one sight after 
another begins faintly to glimmer be- 
fore it, as objects emerge from the 
gloom of some darkened cell to eyes 
that are becoming accustomed to the 
darkness. Anon, low, faint murmurs 
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of sound steal in upon it, far distant at 
first, but. gradually swelling as it ap- 
proaches, till at last, around the freed 
spirit peals the full orchestral glory of 
eternity. And so it goes on, passing 
slowly from stage to stage, apprehend- 
ing new sights, new sounds, and com- 
prehending new truths. And so it 
shall go on, through all the cycles of 
eternity, constantly approaching nearer 
to the Godhead, yet never to become 
God. 

Do you ask me how can these things 
be? Let us draw an illustration from 
nature. The science of acoustics tells 
us that an organ pipe of a certain 
length gives forth the deepest, or as 
musicians would say, the lowest sound 
that art can produce ; that all beyond 
this given length is nothingness, and 
gives out no sound. What shall we say 
then ? that doubling the length of the 
tube destroys the vibration of the im- 
prisoned air? Nay, verily, the air still 
vibrates, sound is still produced, but 
the note is below the gamut of the natural 
ear, which was created to comprehend 
only sounds within a certain compass: 
its capacity goes no farther, and any 
sound pitched either above or below 
that compass we cannot perceive. In 
proof of this is the simple fact that a 
cultivated ear—that is, an ear of en- 
larged capacity, can readily catch the 
faintest harmonics of a guitar, to which 
others are totally deaf. 

Again : I have stood by the Falls of 
Niagara, and listened in vain for that 
deep, unearthly roar of which so much 
has been written and sung. The rush 
and the gurgle of the waters was there, 
the sweeping surge of the mighty river, 
but Niagara’s hollow roar was absent. 
Again and again my ears were stretched 
to catch the awful sound, till the effort 
became almost painful, but in vain. 
And yet the sound was present, ay! 
eternally present, but the note was just 
beyond the gamut of my ear. Stand- 
ing thus for some moments, gazing and 
listening with the most earnest atten- 
tion, nature, through her hidden laws, 
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wrought a miracle in my person. The 
long-continued strain enlarged the ca- 
pacity of the ear, even as the muscles 
of the arm are strengthened by frequent 
and energetic action, or as a faculty of 
the mind itself is developed by exer- 
cise. Lower and lower sank the scale 
of my aural conceptions, till, as it ap- 
proached the keynote of the cataract, a 
low murmur began to steal in upon me, 
deeper than the deepest thunder tones, 
and seemingly a thousand miles dis- 
tant. Louder and louder it swelled, 
nearer and nearer it approached as the 
hearing faculty sank downward, till 
the keynote was reached, and then— 
the rush and gurgle of the waters was 
swept away, and in its place resounded 
the awful tones of earth’s deepest basso 
profundo, Then for the first time I 
realized the terrible sublimity of Niag- 
ara—the voice of God speaking audi- 
bly through one of the mightiest works 
of His creation. 

And as, musing, I moved away from 
the appalling scene, the thought rushed 
into my mind that perhaps my experi- 
ence of a few moments might be that 
of the soul when entering upon the sub- 
limities of the future state. Hence my 
theory, which may go for what it is 
worth, or, as the Yankees would say, is 
* good for what it will bring.’ 

Reader, do you never feel an intense 
longing to live over again the scenes of 
your youth ? to begin at some certain 
period long gone by, and taste again 
the sweets that have passed away for- 
ever? It is one of the bitterest feel- 
ings of the heart that years are slipping 
away from us one by one; that the de- 
lights of our youth have gone, never to 
return, and that we ‘shall not look 
upon their like again ;’ that the days 
are fast coming on when we shall say 
we have no pleasure in them, and that 
we are rapidly verging upon the ‘ lean 
and slippered pantaloon.’ Were there 
any future rejuvenation, when we might 
stand again upon the threshold of life 
and look over its fair fields with all the 
joy and hope of anticipation, old age 
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would lose all its dreariness, and be- 
come but a brief though painful pil- 
grimage through which we were to 
pass to joy beyond. But since this 
can never be, old age is the rust which 
dims the brightness of every earth- 
ly joy, and is looked forward to by 
youth only with a shudder. 

Hundreds of bold and daring navi- 
gators have left their bones to whiten 
amid the snows and ice of the arctic 
regions, Jured thither by the thirst of 
fame cr of knowledge, in the pursuit 
of science, and in search of the North- 
west Passage. But suppose some more 
fortunate adventurer should discover 
there, even at the very pole itself, a 
veritable ‘ fountain of youth and beav- 
ty,” whose rejuvenating waters could 
restore the elasticity of youth to the 
frame of age, smoothing away its wrin- 
kles, and imprinting the bloom of 
childhood upon its cheeks, bringing 
back the long-lost freshness and buoy- 
ancy to the soul; would not the navi- 
gators of those dangerous seas be multi- 
plied in the ratio of a million to one? 
Should we not all become Ponce de 
Leons, braving every danger, submit- 
ting to every privation, sacrificing 
wealth, fame, everything, in quest of 
the precious boon? What a hecatomb 
of mouldering bones would bestrew 
those fields of ice! For though not 
one in ten thousand might reach the 
promised goal, the hegira would still 
go on till the end of time, each deluded 
mortal hoping that he might be that 
happy, fortunate one. As the dying 
millionnaire would give all that he pos- 
sesses for one moment of time; so would 
all mankind throw every present bless- 
ing into the scale, in the hope of draw- 
ing the prize in that great lottery. 

There is a fountain of youth and 
beauty open to every soul beneath the 
sun: there is a rejuvenation both to 
soul and body, which shall not only 
restore all the freshness of the bygone 
days, but also the joys of the past, a 
thousandfold brighter and dearer, and 
that by a process which will not need 
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repeating, for that youth will be eter- 
nal. I am using no metaphor now, but 
speaking of that which is actual and 
tangible. There is such a fount, but 
not here: it gushes in the courts of 
that house not made with hands, eter- 
nal in the heavens. For the soul, at 
the moment of its separation from the 
body, enters upon a new life, whose 
course shall be exactly the reverse of 
that of earth, for it shall constantly in- 
crease in all the attributes of youth. 
There will be no dimming of the facul- 
ties, but a continual brightening; no 
grieving over an irrecoverable past, but 
‘a constant rejoicing over joy: present 
and to come. There will be no past 
there, but a present more tangible than 
this, which is ever slipping from us, 
and a future far brighter and more cer- 
tain than any that earth can afford. 
Strange that men should fail to look at 
heaven in this light! For thoughtless 
youth, to whom the world is new and 
bright, and pleasure sparkles with a 
luring gleam, there is some little pallia- 
tion for neglect of the things of heaven ; 
but what shall we say of him who has 
passed the golden bound, for whom all 
giddy pleasures have lost their glow, 
and nought remains but the cares and 
anxieties of life? Of what worth is 
earthly pleasure to him who has already 
drained its cup to the dregs? Of what 
worth is wealth and honor to the frame 
that has already begun to descend the 
slope of time? All these baubles 
would be gladly sacrificed for the re- 
turn of that youth which has passed 
away; and shall they not be given up 
for that eternal youth which shall not 
pass away? We mourn for departed 
loved ones, but what would be our grief 
and despair if death were annihilation 
—if we knew that we should never 
meet them again in all eternity? But 
we feel that in heaven the olden love 
shall be renewed ; that the forms that 
now are mouldering in the dust shall 
be recognized and greeted there, and 
that the friendships created here shall 
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through never-ending cycles; and thus 
is death robbed of half its terrors. 

But the way to this fount is through 
a straight and narrow gate, and ‘ few 
there be who find it.’ 

Alas! how unsatisfactory are even 
the choicest blessings of life! Wealth 
brings only care, and the millionnaire 
toils all his life for—his food and 
clothes and lodging; dies unregretted, 
and is soon forgotten. Honor brings 
not content, and does but increase the 
thirst it seeks to assuage. The poor 
and the unknown are generally happier 
than the wealthy and famous. ‘ Vanity 
of vanities, saith the preacher, all is 
vanity and vexation of spirit;’ and 
what was true of human nature when 
‘the preacher’ wrote, is true to-day. 
Admit that life is but a succession of 
pleasures that can never pall, and the 
world one vast Elysian field, and that 
the care of the soul requires the abne- 
gation of every delight, and spreads a 
gloomy pall over all the brightness of 
earth; yet even in that case, a life 
wholly devoted to spiritual interests 
were but a weary, temporary pilgrim- 
age, which we should gladly endure for 
a season, in the hope of the golden 
crown and never-ending bliss in the 
world beyond, could we but look upon 
the future life in the light of reality. 
Ah! there is the difficulty, for we are 
‘ of the earth earthy,’ and, although we 
may fervently believe, cannot compre- 
hend, cannot realize eternity. To too 
many Christians of the present day 
eternity, heaven, God, are not a tangi- 
ble reality, but rather a poetic dream, 
floating in the atmosphere of faith, but 
which their minds cannot grasp. Hence 
they worship an idea rather than a 
reality. 

The noblest pleasures of life, in fact 
the only real, permanent, exalting, 
and, I might add, developing pleasures, 
are divided into two classes, those of 
the heart, and those of the intellect. 
Yet both, though different in their ac- 
tion, spring from the same central 
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The happiest man is he whose life is 
spent in doing good, seeking no other 
reward than the gratification of behold- 
ing the true happiness of his fellow 
beings. His pleasures are of the heart, 
and he only is the true Christian of our 
day and generation. For he who so 
ardently loves his fellow men cannot 
but love his God. 

The pleasures of the intellect can 
never pall, but do constantly increase 
and brighten, because in them the soul 
enters its native province and acts in 
that sphere which is its own for all 
eternity. Yet how do theyvall lead the 
mind up to its great Creator! Not a 
single discovery in science, not an in- 
vestigation of the simplest law of na- 
ture, not an examination of the most 
insignificant bud or flower or leaf; and, 
above and beyond all, not an inquiry 
in the great truths of morals, of ethics, 
of religion, or of the very constitution 
of the mind itself, but at once, and in 
the most natural consequence, reveals 
the power and the goodness of God— 
brings God himself as clearly befure us 
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as he can be manifested to our fettered 
souls. Yet if these pleasures too were 
but temporary, if they were to pass from 
our sight with all our other earthly 
surroundings, the pursuit of them would 
but beget disgust and discontent, and 
they would be classed with the fragile 
things which awaken no feelings of 
awe, nor enhance the glory of the soul. 
But thank God! they will endure for- 
ever. Truth is eternal—its origin is 
coeval with the Creator, and, like Him, 
it shall have no end. 

Hence all real pleasure is from God 
himself, and leads directly back to 
him again. And he who, appreciating 
the truest joy of existence here, makes 
such themes his study, should and will 
seek the only prolongation of those de- 
lights which shall carry them alone of 
all life’s blessings with him across the 
dark river, in the worship and adora- 
tion of that omnipotent Being from 
whose hand these gifts descend, who 
alone can perpetuate them when time 
shall have passed away—that God who 
‘ doeth all things well.’ 
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" > 
“TI must do something for my country.” 


A REMARKABLE record of a remarkable 
man. A distinguished member of a distin- 
guished family, a gentleman, scholar, patriot, 
hero, and Christian, bravely dying for hu- 
manity and country—such was Arthur B. 
Fuller. 

It would be impossible, in the few lines 
allotted to editorials, to give any just idea 
of the exceeding interest and merit of this 
sketch. A. B. Fuller, under peculiar cir- 
cumstances of emergency and danger, volun- 
teered to cross the Rappahannock, December 
11, 1862. It was of great importance then to 
prove that the Federal army was composed 
of strong and patriotic hearts, and he was 
revered and idolized by our brave soldiers. 
*It was a duty which could not be required 
of him. And for one of his profession to 
consistently engage in this enterprise would 
prove his strong conviction that it was a 
work so holy, so acceptable to God, that even 
those set apart for sanctuary service might 
feel called to have a hand init. His prow- 
ess, brave as he was, was nothing; it was 
not his unpractised right arm, but his heart 
which he devoted to the service, and which 
would tell on the result, not merely of that 
special enterprise, nor of that battle only, 
but, by affording a powerful proof of love 
of country outweighing considerations of 
safety and life, would have the influence 
which a living example, and only a living 
example, can have.’ He knew the full 
amount of the danger to be encountered, 
and, being of a race which numbers no cow- 
ards among them, he steadily looked it in 
the face. Captain Dunn says: ‘We came 
over in boats, and were in advance of the 
others who had crossed. We had been here 
but a few minutes when Chaplain Fuller ac- 
costed me with his usual military salute. 
He had a musket in his hand, and said: 
‘Captain, I must do something for my coun- 
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try. What shall Ido?’ I replied that there 
never was a better time than the present, 
and he could take his place on my left. I 
thought he could render valuable aid, be- 
cause he was perfectly cool and collected. 
Had he appeared &t all excited, I should 
have rejected his services, for coolness is of 
the first importance with skirmishers, and 
one excited*man has an unfavorable influ- 
ence upon others. I have seldom seen a 
person on the field so calm and mild in his 
demeanor, evidently not acting from impulse 
or martial rage. 

‘His position was directly in front of a 
grocery store. He fell in five minutes after 
he took it, having fired once or twice. He 
was killed instantly, and did not move after 
he fell, I saw the flash of the rifle which 
did the deed.’ 


* He died, but to a noble cause 
His precious life was given ! 
He died, But be has left behind 
A shining path to heaven!’ 


His labors as a pastor were devout, hu- 
mane, and full of self-abnegation. No single 
line of sectarianism blurs with its bitterness 
this fair record of a blameless life, devoted 
from its earliest days to God and country. 
‘Better still give up our heart’s blood in 
brave battle than give up our principles in 
cowardly compromise! I must do some- 
thing for my country!’ Bold and brave 
words of Arthur B. Fuller’s, which he sealed 
in his blood! This ‘life-sketch’ is published 
in the hope that it may be of advantage to 
the family of the chaplain, to whose benefit 
its pecuniary avails are devoted. And shame 
would it be to the heart of this great nation 
if this record of a brave, true man were not 
thoroughly accepted by it. May the good 
seed of it be sown broadcast through our 
land, planting the germs of patriotism, self- 
sacrifice, virtue, and Christian faith in every 
heart. 

We earnestly commend the book to our 
readers. May the high estimation in which 
this Christian hero is held by the country of 
his love soothe in some degree the anguish 
of his bereaved family ! 

















A First Latin Course. am Smith, 
LL.D. Edited by H. Drisler, A.M. 12mo, 
pp. 186. Harper & Brothers. 

Tuis is an elementary class-book, and the 
name of the profound scholar standing upon 
its title-page will at once commend it to all 
intelligent teachers. It is the first of a series 
intended to simplify the study of the Latin 
language, in which will be combined the 
advantages of the older and modern methods 
of instruction, The experienced author has 
labored, by a philosophical series of repeti- 
tions, to enable the beginner to fix declen- 
sions and conjugations thoroughly in his 
memory, to learn their usage by the con- 
structing of simple sentences as soon as he 
commences the study of the language, and 
to accumulate gradually a stock of useful 
words. This is, surely, the only method to 
make a dead language live in the mind of a 
pupil. 

A Text-Boox or PENMANSHIP, Ss 
all the established rules and principles 
the art, with rules for Punctuation, Direc- 
tion, and Forms for Letter Writing: to 
which are added a brief History of 
ing, and Hints on Writing Materials, &c., 
&c., for Teachers and Pupils. By H. W. 
Ellsworth, teacher of Penmanship in the 
public schools of New York city, and for 
several years teacher of Bookkeeping, Pen- 
manship, and Commercial Correspondence 
in yee, Stratton & Co.’s Chain of Mer- 
cantile Colleges. D. Appleton & Co., New 
York. 


TxosE accustomed to the wearisome labor 
of deciphering illegible handwriting will 
welcome the appearance of any ‘standard 
text-book enabling all to become tolerable 
writers.” What a desideratum! Let the 
disappointment over manuscripts frequently 
rejected, simply because illegible, and the 
despair of printers, tell. The book before us 
seems well adapted to attain the end it pro- 
poses. The writer says: ‘This work is no 
creation of a leisure hour, but a careful ela- 
boration of practical notes, taken in the 
midst of active duties. The materials of 
which it is made are facts, not embodied in 
our school books, which it appeared import- 
ant for all to know, together with conclusions 
drawn from them, and answers to questions 
of practical interest, which have arisen in 
the course of my school and after experi- 
ence, to which no books within ordinary 
reach could afford satisfactory explanation. 
These facts and observations have gradually 
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accumulated till it has occurred to me that a 
compilation of them, properly arranged, 
might prove as acceptable to other inquirers 
as such a work would have been to myself.’ 

This book is full of valuable information 
in all that relates to the abused and neglect- 
ed art of penmanship, and we cordially 
recommend it to schools, teachers, and 
pupils. 


Anyerre; or, Tar Lapy or tae Pearus. 


ta Dame ens. Canale 
Conse, the Camellia ‘Lady? 

by Mrs. W. R. A. Johnson. = 
A. Brady, publisher and bookseller, 24 
Ann street, New York. 


A noveL in the Eugene Sue, Dumas, father 
and son, style. The plot is complicated, and 
the translation flowing and spirited. The 
novels of this school are peculiar. No sense 
of right and wrong ever seems to dawn upon 
their heroes or heroines; no intimations of 
an outraged Decalogue ever add the least 
embarrassment to the difficulties of their 
position. The events grow entirely out of 
human incidents, passions, and interests— 
conscience has no part to play in the involv- 
ed drama. After passing through seas of 
naive intrigue and innocent vice, we are 
quite astonished at the close of ‘The Lady 
of the Pearls’ to be landed upon a short 
moral. 


Porrticat Fatiacres: An Examination of 
the False Assumptions, and Refutation of 
the Sophistical a have 


Reasonings, 

bro’ on this Civil War. George 

jute, DD. LL.D. New York: Ohs 

Scribner, 124’ Grand street. 

Dr. Junkin is one of the noble band of 
patriots who have preferred leaving friends, 
comfortable homes, and honorable positions, 
to ceding self-respect, and polluting con- 
science by yielding to the tyrannical requisi- 
tions of local prejudice or usurped authority. 
He is the father-in-law of ‘Stonewall’ Jack- 
son, and, during twelve years, was President 
of Washington College, Lexington, Va. In 
May, 1861, he left that institution and came 
North. Rebellion had entered the fair pre- 
cincts of learning, misleading alike young 
and old, and prompting to acts incompatible 
with the president’s high sense of duty and 
loyalty. No course was left him but to re- 
sign. His book is a clefr and upright 
examination into the so-called ‘right of 





mend the book to the perusal of all desirous 
of obtaining sound views on the much-moot- 
ed questions of the authority of legitimate 


of the ‘great rebellion,’ but the slavery 
question would have been powerless to dis- 


selves that, because they formed a certain 
minute portion of the governing power, they 
were hence at liberty to resist the lawful 


proper weight and authority, have been sur- 
rendering themselves, bound hand and foot, 
to noisy demagogues, petty cliques, or cor- 
rupt party organizations. How many ex- 
amine facts, consider principlg@, and vote 
accordingly? How few are willing to step 
out of the narrow circle of prejudice or me- 
diocrity surrounding them, and bestow re- 
sponsible places on those whiose integrity 
and ability seem best fitted to attain the 
nobler ends proposed by all human govern- 
ment? It may be that corruption, loose 
notions on the duties of citizenship, love of 
luxury, and grovelling materialism are even 
now sources of greater danger to the repub- 
lic than civil war and threatened dissolution. 
Such works as that of Dr. Junkin are valu- 
able as assisting to open the eyes of the 
community to certain popular fallacies, and 
teach the broad distinction ever subsisting 
between right and wrong. 


Tus Democratic Leacve.—Amongst all 
the papers and pamphlets issued from the 
press durihg our present war, none, perhaps, 
have exercised a more salutary influence 
than those emanating from this association. 
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The article entitled Stavery axp Nosttrry 
vs. Democracy was originally published in 
this periodical for July, 1862. Pronounced 
by critics to be among the best magazine 
articles ever appearing in print, it command- 
ed a very marked attention as an exposition 
of the atrocious motives that underlaid the 
great Southern rebellion. The public mind 
was startled at the developed evidence of a 
great conspiracy to subvert the fundamental 
principles of free government in the South. 
The coalition between the conspirators of 
the South and their allies amongst the aristoc- 
racy of England was laid bare, whilst a great 
portion of the English press and reviews was 
shown to be suborned into the service of the 
most atrocious objects and purposes that 
ever disgraced the annals of civilization. 
This article, whilst it elucidated to our own 
countrymen the secret motives of the rebel- 
lion, assisted powerfully to bring a new 
phase over a perverted English public opin- 
ion. The result has been that the vitiated 
disposition of the English aristocracy to as- 
sist the rebels, through intervention, has 
slunk away before British morality, and is 
now seen only in aid of piracy on our com- 
merce. 

Following this masterly production, the 
speech of Mr. Sherwood at Champlain was a 
renewed onslaught upon the anti-democratic 
coalition. In this speech the most irrefrag- 
able evidence, drawn from the recitals in the 
records of treason, is produced against the 
conspirators, The perusal of this speech 
leaves the mind in no doubt as to the pur- 
pose of the traitors to overthrow democratic 
government in the South, and to establish a 
new form of government, based on exclusion 
of the democratic principle, and resting on a 
cemented slave aristocracy. These, amongst 
other papers of the Democratic League, are 
so replete with the evidence by which their 
positions are fortified, and so comprehensive 
in the scope and magnitude of subjects of 
which they treat, that they must take a high 
position in the political literature of the day. 
The manifold opinions of the press demon- 
strate how highly they are appreciated. 
They are now being reproduced in Tue Inox 
Piatrorm, published by Wm. Oland Bourne, 
112 William street, New York, and intended 
for extensive circulation in the cheapest 
form. 
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THE REVIVAL OF CONFIDENCE. 


Pernaps it is an error to assume that 
confidence has ever been wanting to sustain 
the loyal people of the land in their determi- 
nation to conquer the rebellion. Yet there 
have been times when despondency seemed 
to take possession of the public mind, and 
when the failure of our plans or temporary 
disaster to our arms revealed the sad divis- 
ions which exist among ourselves, and ap- 
parently postponed the success of our cause 
to a period so indefinite as to make the heart 
of the patriot sick with hope deferred. But 
ever and anon, through all the changeful 
incidents of the momentous contest, there 
have been gleams of light, in which the 
national strength and greatness have made 
themselves manifest, and have been so vivid- 
ly felt as to place the public confidence on a 
sure and impregnable basis, The present is 
one of those periods. Americans feel that 
their Government cannot be overthrown: in 
spite of the sinister predictions of enemies 
at home and abroad, they have an instinctive 
assurance that our noble institutions are not 
destined to perish in this lamentable conflict, 
stricken down by ungrateful and traitorous 
hands in the very outset of a great career. 
The clouds which have gathered around us 
are thick and dark; sometimes they have 
seemed impenetrable ; but again they sepa- 
rate, we see the blue sky, the stars come out 

_in all their glory, and even the sun pours 
his intense rays through the intervals of the 





favorable incidents which, from time to time, 
may be cast ashore as waifs by the surging 
tide of civil war. Let the temporary for- 
tunes of the war be what they will, yet the 
general bearing of the old Government, its 
evident consciousness of strength, its unsha- 
ken solidity in the midst of the storm which 
assails it, the confidence that, even with all 
its errors and blunders, it is still powerful 
enough to prevail—all these appeal irresist- 
ibly to the hearts and judgments of Ameri- 













SAMMalindatielay pd'seceand to tha oe: 
ertion of his full strength, moves slowly and 
awkwardly, and lays about him with careless 
and inefficient blows; while his active adver- 
sary, inferior in strength and in the moral 
power of his cause, but more fully aroused and 
more energetic, strikes with better effect, and 
makes every. blow tell. Nevertheless, the 
strength of the one remains unexhausted, and 
even increases as he becomes awakened to the 

of the struggle; while that of the 
other slowly and gradually, but inevitably 
and irretrievably declines, with every hour 
of intense strain of faculty which the dread- 


error, may still think the South is certain to 
prevail and to establish the empire of sla- 
very; but cooler heads, with vision made 
clear by love of humanity, cannot fail to see 
a different result as the necessary end of the 
contest. The South herself, under the 
shadow of a dread responsibility, begins to 
understand the nature of the case, and the 
exact position in which she stands; but she 
is playing a bold and desperate game for the 
active support of foreign powers. She knows 
well that the sympathies of the ruling classes 
abroad are naturally on her side, and she will 
maintain the struggle to the last extremity, 
so long as a gleam of hope shines in that 
quarter. That hope finally extinguished, she 
knows perfectly well her cause is lost. 

The contrast in the financial condition of 
the contending sections is of itself enough to 
settle the question of ultimate success. The 
Federal Government stands this day stronger 
than ever in the plenitude of her boundless 
resources, and proudly contemptuous of all 
the false prophecies of failure and bankrupt- 
cy. She is fully prepared for new cam- 


* paigns, and cannot be dismayed by any possi- 







ble disaster. She has men and money in 
abundance sufficient for any emergency. She 
can stretch forth one hand to relieve the suf- 
fering people of England and Ireland, while 
with the other she fights the great battle of 
liberty against slavery, of humanity against 
wrong and oppression. Secure in the sym- 
pathies of the masses of men everywhere, 
she stands on the solid ground, which can 
never be withdrawn from under her feet. 
She occupies the central position of freedom 
and progress, around which cluster and gra- 
vitate the hopes and aspirations of all man- 
kind. The conflicting elements may rage 
and storm; the solid ground may tremble, 
and even be torn with earthquake convul- 
sions and superficial ruin; but the grand cen- 
tral structure, with its organizing forces, and 
its inward heat of humanity, with the great 
life-giving sun of liberty yet shining undim- 
med upon it, will still remain the refuge of 
all nations, and the chosen home of all the 
lovers and champions of human freedom. 





On! why, sweet poet, is thy strain so sad? 

Couldst thou not stamp thy joy on human life? 

Yea, even the saddest life has many joys. 

Couldst thou not stamp thy joy upon the page, 

That they who should come after thee might 

* feel 

Their spirits gladdened by it, and their hearts 

Made lighter with thy lightsoimeness? For 
thou, 

They say, wert joyous as a summer bird, 

The very light and life of those who knew 
thee— 

Oh! why, then, is thy song so sad? ’Tis 
wrong, 

*Tis surely wrong, to spend in fond complain- 
ings 

The talents given for nobler purposes ; 

And he who goes about this world of ours 

Diffusing cheerfulness where’er he goes, 

Like one who scatters fresh and fragrant 
flowers, 

Falfils, I can but think, a better part 

Than he who mourns and murmurs life away. 


- The poet 
Is the revealer of the heart's deep secrets ; 
The poet is the interpreter of nature ; 
And shall those light and joyous spirits, they 
Who make bright sunshine wheresoe’er they 


£0, 
Shall they have no interpreter? 








